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The T algai Skull. 
During the first portion of the last 
century human bones and implements of 
enormous age were discovered in various 
parts of West ern Europe, but their great 
antiquity, however, did not become an estab-
lished fact until a violent controversy had 
raged on the question, which was finally 
settled just before the publication of "The 
Origin of Species,'' in 1859. The next 
anthropological dispute which disturbed 
the scientific world was caused by ''The 
Descent of 1\Ian, '' in which Darwin demon-
strated the anthropodial nature of the 
origin of man. These two masterpieces of 
Darwin 'fl genius, viz., ''The Origin of 
Species'' and ''The Descent of Man,'' have 
caused anthropology to receive great pro-
minence, and as a result of this much fruit-
ful work has been done. 
Though traces of human handiwork 
have been recorded from the Miocene rocks 
of India, it is not until the next series of 
strata-the Pliocene-is reached, that con-
clusive evidence is obtained in the form of 
implements termed ''Eoliths,'' although 
skulls and bones of prehistoric man have 
not been recorded earlier than the Pleisto-
cene, which follows the Pliocene geologic-
ally. In 1892 Professor Dubois discovered 
some human bones, including the upper 
part of a cranium and a left thigh bone, at 
Trinil, Java, in strata believed by him to be 
Pliocene, but this view is not universally 
accepted. Dubois showed that these bones 
belonged to the most primitive of the races 
of man yet discovered, and has named this 
race Pithecanthropus erectus. It is of very 
great interest because it bridges the gap 
between man, as we know him, and the 
anthropoid apes. 
B 
Australia is a country of great scien-
tific interrst, especially with reference to 
its botany, zoology, and anthropology. 
Until quite recently a number of important 
questions in connection with the latter were 
vcr.v obscure, but the discovery of the Tal-
gai skull has done much towards their solu-
tion. This skull was found about thirty-
four years ago by a stockman, after a flood, 
near Talgai Station, Darling Downs. The 
discovery of the skull was only made known 
to the sciimtific world in 1914, when Pro-
fessors David and J. T. Wilson, of the 
Sydney University, exhibited it before the 
Anthropological Section of the British Asso-
ciation for the Advancement of Science, 
during the Australian Session. Unfortun-
ately, it has left this State, but fortunately 
for the Syrlney University, it was purchased 
by the Hon. Joynton Smith, M.L.C., who 
generously presented it to that institution. 
Originally it was the intention of Professor 
Wilson to investigate the discovery himself, 
but on the outbreak of war he became occu-
pied with military duties, so, with true 
scientific chivalry, he passed the work on 
to Dr. G. Arthur Smith, who during his 
absence, took his place in the University 
as Acting-Professor of Anatomy. 
The age of the skull is at least Pleisto-
cene, which takes the antiquity of man in 
Australia back to the time of the great 
extinct marsupials. This means that man 
was inhabiting this continent and disput-
ing its possession with the Nototherium 
and the Diprotodon. while our aneestors 
were similarly occupied with the mammoth 
and the cave lion in the chilly landscape 
of the Glacial epoch. It is interesting to 
note that Etheridge, in 1916, gave evidence 
' ) 
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to show that the dingo is represented in 
deposits of Pleistocene age. There are two 
theories regarding the introduction of this 
animal into Australia, one to the effect that 
the dingo was a natural immigrant, while 
the other maintains it accompanied man 
when he invaded the continent. The dis-
covery of the Talgai skull supports the 
latter view, which is the more favoured of 
the two. 
In February of last year (1917) Dr. 
Smith presented the results of his investiga-
tions to the Royal Society of London. 
Before he could begin his work a consider-
able amount of labour was necessary to re-
move encrustations of carbonate of lime 
to make' the skull suitable for examination. 
The specimen was highly fossilised, and, it 
is to be regretted, somewhat badly frac-
tured, but nevertheless it reveals a number 
of features of great interest. It belonged 
to a boy of not more than 16 years of age, 
but probably less. The capacity of the 
cranial cavity is about 1,300 c.c., a value 
which falls well within the limits charac-
teristic of the modern aboriginal. The 
cranium closely resembles that of the latter, 
but the enormous square palate is very 
different, and is only comparable to the 
celebrated Piltdown skull in this respect, 
both in regard to relative and actual pro-
portions. On account of the great size of 
the incisors, canines, and premolars, there 
is enormous development of the jaw, giving 
it a decided anthropoidal appearance. 
Another ape-like feature of great anthropo-
logical value is the canine, which is facetted 
anteriorly and posteriorly, and articulates 
with its representative in the lower jaw 
or mandible in the anthropoid manner. 
In conclusion, it will be seen that the 
discovery of the Talgai skull is of great 
value to Australian anthropology, while to 
the science in general it supports the theory 
that in the evolution of man, the develop-
ment of the brain preceded the refinement 
of the features. 
Tertiary 
, Eocene 
; Oligocene j Miocene-traces of man in 
' Indian strata l Pliocene-Eoliths, Pithecan-thropus erectus 1 
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Recent. 
Table showing position of Talgai man 
in the Geological .Series. 
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Empire. 
Reconstruction being a favourite topic 
nowadays, all kinds of reforms are pro-
mised ''after the war.'' Mostly it is foolish 
talk. Human nature will not undergo any 
sudden transformation when peace is de-
clared. Indeed, there may be expected a 
revulsion from the present state of tense 
sacrifice and a recrudescence of the old-
time love of ease in varying forms. One 
thing is certain: there will be a reaction. 
How far that reaction will carry us towards 
the pre-war state of things, the old out-
looks, and the old exclusiveness, remains 
to be seen. 
This reaction is bound to be felt in 
international relationships, as well as in 
all other departments of corporate life. 
The present more or less acute rapproche-
ment with our continental allies cannot be 
sustained indefinitely when again ordinary 
national aspirations seek expression. The 
passing away of the great common danger 
which is the root cause of the alliance may 
result in a period of suspicion and dis-
trust and enmity such as has not been 
equalled in recent years. It is not wise to 
labour this point, but anyone who dreams 
of a future of ever-growing friendship with 
all of our present allies is, I believe, doomed 
to a fieree and sad awakening. 
It is notoriously foolish to prophesy, 
and 1 sincerely hope my prophecy is wrong. 
But the whole ''drift'' of things seems to 
support my belief. To quote one instance. 
Just now we are talking much of the rights 
of small nations. We speak of so arrang-
ing the ehessboard of Europe and the world 
that each nation, small or large, shall attain 
to self-government and complete self-expres-
sion, so far as the limits of its ~wn past 
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history will allow. On the other hand, we 
talk, too, of a great League of Nations 
which is to be formed to establish for ever 
the peace of the world. I cannot help 
thinking, t11king into account national indi-
viduality as we find it, that the two con-
ceptions are contradictory and mutually 
deRtruetive. If each small nation is to have 
full rights of self-determination, then cer-
tainl)' jealousies on all sides will provoke 
war unless some sovereign centralised power 
prevents it-in which case the small nation 
is not going to have full rights of self-
determination. It is going to have just 
what scope a maternal and not disintt>rested 
league may dt>legate to it. And in either 
cafle there will be war. For the small mal-
content will immediately enter into nego-
tiations with the nations outside the pro-
posed League ( ::md Germany will be one 
of tht>m!) until nltimately the extra-League 
nations will bP more powerful than the 
League of Nations, and then--! If the 
recalcitrant be not allowed to enter into 
negotiations with the rival League, it will 
mean that the "League of Nationfl" must 
regard itsel1' as a unified Empire, having 
the right of making war or peace vested 
in a central authority, as against a rival 
centralised authority; in which case ''civil 
war'' or ''rebellion'' would be certain to 
occur. and most likely at the instigation of 
the rival League. 
Personally, I cannot help thinking that 
all such talk of the speedy formation of a 
League of Nations to ensure the world's 
peace is either the expression of a foolish 
dream or else just so much sentimental 
blither doled out for home consumption in 
time of war. If a lasting League be realised 
a thousand years hence, it will be a quick 
rrflult from the method proposed. 
There is, however, a rival method, and, 
I believe a truer one--the method of 
Empire. 'The day of the small nation has 
gone as irrevocably as has the day of the 
small business. 'l'o parcel out Europe into 
a number of small independent States 
would throw back the world's progress for 
centuries. The future lies with organisa-
tion, centralisation, co-ordination of forces 
under a unified control. Not by repudi-
ating or repressing the Empire instinct will 
peace and freedom come, but by developing 
it to its utmost. So far, Germany's Mittel-
Europa schemes are .founded on a profound 
insight into human tendencies. But of 
course that does not mean that to realise 
Empire one must insist on crushing out all 
the individuality of the component nations. 
In that respect Germany erred, and is now 
paying--and will pay-the penalty. The 
future rests with the strongest and most. 
unified combinations of uations exercising 
self-government under a common central-
ised authority which arrogates to itself full 
direction of foreign policy. rrhat spells 
Empire, and so far as Britons may, we 
must see to it that the British Empire shall 
be the world's dominant combination which 
will maintain its power as against every 
kind of encroachment, and to the utmost 
limit. 
In some quarters the present popular 
fashion is to decry all Imperialism as the 
root cause of war. It is argued that any 
attempt to enlarge a nation's boundaries at 
the expense of unwilling weaker nations is 
bound to produce trouble. So it is-after 
a point! '!'hough modern nations are less 
and less inclined to "incorporate" other 
civilised nations-they tend to prefer to 
gain preponderating influence by ''peaceful 
penetration,'' strengthened by the posses-
sion of one or two strategically important 
positions. But such a cry neglects the most 
important consideration of all. A true 
Empire-such as our Empire is rapidly be-
coming-is a close confederation of inde-
pendent democracies rather than the num-
ber of ''pathetic oppressed nations suffer-
ing'' under the ''hard yoke'' of a cruel 
"oppressor" which the anti-Imperialist is 
wont to picture them. Further, the wider 
the bounds of Empire, the greater the 
area over which permanent peace will find 
sway. True also that the greater will be 
the area at war when so the Empire 
decrees; but as against that, the greater her 
power, the less frequent will be the occa-
sion to war.· As a matter of fact, the 
greater the Empire the more latitude to the 
peoples comprising it as well as to those 
who envy and torment it. It is too readily 
forgotten that to preserve its independence 
a small nation--not sworn to and guaran-
teed neutrality-·may be a very peppery 
and jealous little customer, showing its 
teeth at every threatened encroachment on 
its dignity. Witness the Balkans. There is 
no occasion for such displays within an 
established democratic Empire, nor can an 
Empire so readily become a tool in the play 
of rival interests. She knows her power 
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and can afford to be generous alike to 
friend and foe--internal and external. 
1'he strongest opposition to Empire comes 
from those who fear that Imperialism is 
opposed to democracy. 'l'hey define neither 
lmperialism nor democracy, and both can 
be good or evil. Assuming that the demo-
cracy referred to is the realisation of the 
''brotherhood of man'' slogan, where, I ask, 
is there such an opportunity for treating 
all men as brothers as there is in our poly-
glot Empire~ Hindoo and Hottentot, Kaffir 
and Christian, democrat and Dyak-all 
await the purifying, ennobling influence of 
a common purpose, an understanding sym-
pathy, and a recognised common destiny. 
The unfortunate trouble is that our loudest-
mouthed and most anti-imperialistic of 
democrats are themselves as selfish as any 
Nero, as contemptuous of "colour" as any 
Kaiser, as exclusively parochial as any 
"parasite." "Hating" war, they extol the 
class ·war; decrying snobbery, they refuse 
to allow coloured Britishers to set foot in 
this British Queensland; preaching liberty, 
in their heart of hearts they adore-and 
practise-oppression. Such men have not 
yet learned the rudiments of democracy. 
If their crv for brotherliness be genuine, let 
them cultivate a nobler attitude towards 
their coloured fellow-citizens of the Em-
pire; let them rejoice in the limitless op_Por-
tunities for goodwill to be found m a 
unified and progressive Empire; let them 
drop the selfish and belittling squabbles of 
parochial party politics, and work for the 
wider vision of ''The Empire and the 
world's good.'' Such an attitude would 
largely cleanse their souls of self, would 
ennoble their outlook, and the resultant 
spirit of moderation, born of perspective, 
would greatly quicken the realisation of the 
goal for which they profess to fight. 
When ·we have learnt the lesson of bro-
therhood within om· own borders, we shall 
be ready and fitted to preach a wider inter-
nationalism. But not until. Our scope for 
charity and sympathy is now almost as 
broad as may be. Any who preach inter-
nationalism, yet refuse to recognise the full 
claims of those who are already within our 
gates anrl have thus the prior right to our 
liberty and our love, are play-actors or 
fools, or both. ·whatever its inherent faults 
-and they have yet to be demonstrated-a 
true Imperialism, consecrated to ideals of 
democracy and the world's good, is the only 
possible path for the British people. Let 
all enemies within and without our gates 
keep their hands from defiling, and their 
hearts from betraying, our sacred trust-
ours, ''the sons of Ich we. Then will be 
realised the plan of the great Rhodes, who 
saw tile salvation of humanity in the ex-
pansion of Britondom--in British Im-
perialism. T ,u 1·cgerc imperio pop11los 
Romanc, rnemen,to; lwe tibi erunt a1·t es 
pacisq11r imponm·e mm·e~n, par·cere swbject-
is et debellare snperbos." 
-T.T. 
Secret Service. 
Ray stopped his car and crossed the 
gravelled court in front of the ancient 
stone chateau. At the marble fountain he 
scooped up a handful of water and put 
it to his lips. Finding it good, he threw 
himself fiat on the bank and drank greedily 
from its cool surface. He went up the 
steps and pulled the bell. 
Receiving no answer, he rang again. The 
great oaken door was half-open, and he 
could hear its harsh jangle echo through 
the house. At the end of two minutes he 
ceased ringing and walked inside. 
He came to a room-a bare, spacious 
hall, uncarpeted, and set with some heavy 
furniture of mahogany and brass. In the 
doorway he halted and buttoned his coat. 
The action was caused by the sight of a 
trayful of food which reposed on one 
polished corner of the centre table. A 
chair was already drawn up to the feast, 
as if it intended to receive some belated 
diner. 
Ray was never lacking in initiative. He 
sat down at the table and prepared to take 
the edge off his appetite. He felt no com-
punction. He was too obviously hungry 
for it. Stomach needed consideration be-
fore conscience. 
The muffled roar of a bursting shell came 
to him while he had not yet begun on the 
food. He could feel its vibration through 
the chateau before the sound reached his 
ears. There was a bay window on his left. 
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He pulled it open, and stepped out on to 
the piazza. The chateau was built on the 
crest of a wooded hill, and commanded an 
uninterrupted view of the flat country for 
miles around. A way in the far distance, 
little flashes of light were blinking at the 
edge of a wood. They were the French 
"75" field guns. Through his glasses he 
watched them play havoc in the long black 
line of trenches which zigzagged over the 
bare plains ahead. 
From somewhere in the south a British 
biplane rose precipitately into the air, a 
mere dot against the sky, and flew in a 
bee-line over the French position. Ray 
saw a tiny object detach itself from the 
'plane and drop into the German lines. 
Where it struck a cone of flame leaped up ; 
and the chateau trembled with the heavy 
shock. A cheer of admiration burst from 
his lips. The enemy's magazine had blown 
up. 
Already the biplane had wheeled and 
was racing back to the British lines. Be-
hind it two German 'planes went up on 
its heels, and were running it to earth. He 
could discern the movements of the machine 
at his gun in the foremost machine. Be-
low on the white road an armoured car had 
stopped. It swung up its gun and sent a 
shot into the leading pursuer. The machine 
staggered, pitched over, and dived to earth. 
Its companion turned tail and fled back 
on its tracks. Ray laughed softly. 
As he laughed, a bullet crashed through 
the pane behind him, singing over his head. 
He dropped on one knee, sheer amazement 
on his face, then fell over on his side, his 
hand slipping into his coat pocket. 
Presently a woman came to the door, 
leaned against it to gaze at him with wide 
eyes, and tiptoed across the room through 
the bay window. She bent cautiously over 
him, as if to listen for his breathing. 
''God ! '' she whispered, with a hand at 
her throat, ''I clidn 't mean to kill him.'' 
Ray uttered a short laugh, sat up, and 
pulled an ugly automatic from his pocket. 
''I 'm glad to say you didn't, '' he said. 
He stood up, while the woman backed 
away from him, pressing against the win-
dow. ''And now,'' said Ray, ''if you will 
precede me into the room, I'll be much 
obliged to you.'' 
At the table he placed a chair for her, 
and sat down himself. Toying lazily with 
the automatic, he said: 
''Why did you shoot at me 1'' 
She lifted her head with a little proud 
movement, undisguised scorn in her eyes. 
''You cheered the Germans, '' she said. 
''Does a German speak in English, and 
say 'Hurry' 1" 
''I heard the cheer. I didn't hear what 
you said.'' 
''You might have killed me,'' he said, 
assuming a stern expression. 
She laughed lightly. 
''I know. And for that I apologise most 
humbly." 
Returning the automatic to his pocket, 
he said: 
''Thank you! I would never hesitate to 
accept an apology from such a charming 
woman. To whom am I indebted for the 
pleasure 1 '' 
She looked him frankly in the eyes. 
''I am the Comtesse de Rochefort. An 
hour ago my household had their first taste 
of artillery fire and ran off like a pack of 
frightened rabbits." 
Ray said: 
''While you remained ! That was very 
brave but foolish of you." 
A faint smile with something of irony 
in it passed over his face. 
"I am happy to meet so distinguished a 
personality as the Comtesse de Rochefort. 
For myself, I am but a poorly paid Ameri-
can war correspondent, touring the country 
in search of local colour. My name is 
Ray." 
''And do poorly paid American war 
correspondents usually possess handsome 
motor-cars, Mr. Ray 1" she asked him, 
laughing. 
''Always, Countess. 
accessory in the trade. 
like yourself always 
chateaux.'' 
It is a necessary 
Just as Countesses 
possess handsome 
He looked across at; her from under 
lowered brows, with the same ironic smile. 
Waving a hand in the direction of the tray, 
he said: 
''And now might I crave your indul-
gence awhile in this regard? I have been 
travelling all morning, and I 'm as hungry 
as a bear. You would have killed me be-
fore breaking my fast.'' 
There was real womanly sympathy in 
her exquisite grey eyes as she started up 
in haste to set the food before him. With 
little cleft touches she arranged for him. an 
appetising meal. 
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"Don't laugh at me please, Mr. Ray," 
she said, seriously. "I didn't know. I 
took you for a German and wanted to scare 
you off.'' 
"You did scare me, badly," he returned. 
"I came here to buy some food. Nobody 
appeared to supply the deficiency, so I 
walked right in. You '11 have to pardon 
my intrusion, Countess." 
"I saw you come in. And, Mr. Ray, I 
was in a blue funk, as you call it. You '11 
be surprised to learn how my hand shook 
on the trigger." 
"I can imagine it," said Ray. "Won't 
you join me in the feast, Countess 1 
There's a beautifully browned chicken 
here.'' 
The woman shook her head. 
''I have no appetite for it, thank you. 
I much prefer to watch a really hungry 
man at work on a meal.'' 
''The sight will astonish you. But you 
had prepared all this for yourself. Am I 
to take it you were going to demolish the 
lot?'' 
"Unsophisticated man!" she smile'd, 
''you can't conceive the perfectly enorm-
ous hunger a lady may develop at times." 
It was not until he had eaten half the 
chicken, and was spreading thin slices of 
bread and butter, that he ventured a fur-
ther remark. 
''Countess,'' he said, without raising his 
eyes, ''what made you think I was a Ger-
man~'' 
The woman hesitated before replying, 
seek!ng to find some manner of expression 
in his face. 
''Put it down to feminine intuition,'' 
she answered him at length. 
''A convenient scheme!'' he observed. 
"It's a question then whether intuition or 
reason forms the better guide to truth in 
such cases. '' 
''You '11 find that more often than not 
a woman's intuition defeats a man's logic.'' 
Ray appeared to give the matter a 
moment's consideration. 
"Quite!" he remarked, sandwiching a 
slice of apple between two pieces of but-
tered bread. " Witness, for instance, the 
fact that at the psychological moment most 
women act contrary to expectations, be-
cause they are controlled by this thing 
called intuition, rather than by any system 
of logical reasoning." 
''And do they act wisely ? '' 
He nodded, with his mouth full. 
''Almost invariably! The vagaries of 
the femininr. mind are utterly beyond com-
prehen,<:;ion. Its fickleness is proverbial. 
You never know what a woman will do in 
a crisis. Probably that is why women are 
more successful liars than men.'' 
He dropped his eyes to his plate, smiling. 
''You yourself, for instance,'' he said, 
''make an adorable liar.'' 
When he looked up to meet her eyes, he 
had the unpleasan1t feeling of seeing a 
revolver pointed in the direction of his 
heart. The only sign of emotion he gave 
was a tightening of his fingers on the din-
ner knife he held. 
She met his gaze coldly, fearlessly-be-
cause she had the revolver. 
''Your philosophical discourse, my 
friend,'' she observed, with an imperious 
lift of her head, ''is extremely interesting. 
I congratulate you upon your intimate 
knowledge of the feminine mind. You see 
we have arrived at the psychological 
moment, when I must act contrary to your 
expectations.'' 
''I admit you have upheld the traditions 
of your sex, '' he returned, ''and surprised 
me at the same time. Let us hear the 
charge, anyhow." 
"You know who I am." 
Ray nodded coolly. 
''Sure ! ' he said. ''You 're J ocelyn la 
Roche, of the French Secret Service, just 
now travelling incognito as the Countess 
de Rochefort. Have I summed up to your 
satisfaction?'' 
''And you, '' she answered him with de-
risive contempt, ''are the· German spy, von 
Reimer, working as an American war 
correspondent. Now you know why I shot 
at you.'' 
Ray showed his puzzlement in the lifting 
of an eyebrow. 
"But, my dear bdy," he protested, smil-
ing quaintly, ''I assure you I cannot claim 
the honour you thrust upon me. Who 
might this von Reimer be, now?" 
''You remember how I upset your plans 
in connection with the Louvain affair six 
months ago. You swore to get even with 
me, and you did. I wish I had taken a 
straighter aim at you and killed you out-
right. Of course the only thing left for me 
to do is to hand you over to the military 
people. They want you-badly. You are 
a contemptible specimen, von Reimer." 
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Ray's eyes glinted, and his mouth 
stiffened. 
''If you were other than a woman,'' 
he said evenly, ''you would regret that 
remark.'' Then as the humour of the 
situation struck him, he threw up his hands 
in a comic attitude of despair. "I suppose 
it's no use my explaining that I am not 
von Reimer, is it 7 Why do you think I 
am~'' 
''I saw your face once, and that is quite 
sufficient; even though the moustache is 
lacking. Besides, my friend, I was told 
you would be passing this way." 
He laughed shortly. 
''Extremely flimsy evidence on which to 
commit me, mademoiselle!'' he commented. 
''It's enough for me,'' she returned, and 
took up the telephone which stood at his 
elbow, on the centre of the table. ''Hullo! 
Is that Captain Beauchamps ~ 'rhis is 
Jocelyn la-Hullo! hullo! are you there? 
Hullo!'' She rattled the receiver hook, 
while she kept Ray covered with the revo1-
ver. 
''I 'm afraid he's not there,'' he observed 
quietly; ''for the reason that I've just 
put my foot on the wires under the table 
and pulled them out of their plugs.'' · 
He got up abruptly and seized both her 
wrists in one of his hands, so that the 
revolver dropped to the table. 
''Don't be a little fool!'' he commanded 
sharply, and pushed her away from him. 
''Look!'' he pointed through the open 
window. 
Along the eastern road a party of horse-
men were advancing towards the chateau 
at a brisk canter. The sun struck their 
spiked helmets and their grey-blue tunics, 
and showed them to be Germans. 
"They are coming here," Ray said. "~t 
looks like the staff of an advance guard. I 
wonder how the dickens they got through.'' 
At once his personality dominated the · 
situation. 
''Look, you must accept the fact that I 
am not von Reimer. Where does that tele-
phone go7'' 
She seemed convinced by his manner, 
swayed by the force of his mentality. 
''Direct to the French headquarters,'' 
she told him unhesitatingly. 
He picked up the leads of the telephone 
from the floor, and screwed them into their 
plugs on the wall, working with steady 
active fingers. 
"Now, tell them that a party of Germans 
are taking possession, and they are on no 
account to accept any further message from 
here.'' 
When she had carried out his order, he 
ripped the wires out again and wrapped 
their length round the instrument. He 
said, busy with the task: · 
''As soon as we get a chance, we'll get 
rid of it." 
"But why, then,'' she asked, "the pre-
caution of warning headquarters 1 '' 
''They will have a buzzer at their end; 
the Germans will convert these plugs into 
a tapping-key, and send messages in Morse. 
It's too late to attempt cutting the wires 
on the outside." 
She looked at him with frank admiration. 
' 'You think of everything,'' sh~ said 
with her hands crossed on her breast. 
Ray, gazing at her, nodded absently. 
"Have you any sort of passport about 
you to show these people 7 '' he asked. 
She shook her head. 
'' I was not prepared for anything like 
this happening." 
''You can't pose as anything but a 
neutral. It's not safe. And there's one 
thing certain : If they recognise you as 
belonging to the French Secret Service, 
it's all up with you." 
He pulled a long paper from his breast 
pocket. 
''This is my passport as an American 
war correspondent. The only thing left 
for you to do is to go down as my wife. '' 
Taking her acceptance of the inevitable 
for granted, he took a fountain-pen from 
his pocket and tested the ink on his shirt 
cuff. 
''If you have a photo of yourself handy, 
all the better.'' 
There was a large gold pendent on her 
bosom containing the picture of a woman, 
presumably her mother. She sprung the 
case of it open and took from the back 
another picture of herself. He said, tak-
ing it from her: 
''Now hunt up a bit of paste. If you 
can't find any, some flour and water. 
We've not much time left.'' 
While she hastened to do his bidding, 
he wrote in after his own name on the pass-
port, the words, ''and wife'' in a firm, bold 
nand, imitating the manuscript with a nice 
precision. The photo he cut square with 
his penknife carefully, gathered up the 
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clippings, and dropped them into his 
pocket. When he had finished, she re-
turned with a small pot of glue and handed 
it to him. He stuck her photo next his 
own on the passport. 
"This must dry," he said. "Put the 
remains of that food on a side table, then 
walk to the window and tell me if they 
have reached the chateau.'' 
She went to the window and looked out. 
''They are below in the courtyard,'' she 
called back. 
At that he picked up the telephone with 
its coil of wire, and the pot of glue, stepped 
out onto the piazza, and threw them into a 
thick shrubbery at the end of the garden. 
He came back to her where she stood 
watching his. every movement, confident 
in the capable strength of him, and took 
her hands in his firm grasp. 
"Now remember," he said with delibera-
tion, ''you are my wife. Before your mar-
riage you were J ocelyn Curtis, born in 
Boston. We found this place deserted a 
few hours ago and came in to get a sight 
of the war zone.'' 
She looked at him with understanding in 
her eyes. 
Waiting there, they heard the Germans 
come heavily up the stairs, their swords 
and spurs jingling as they came. Ray, 
with his back to the door, took the pass-
port from the table, inspected it carefully. 
Folding it at length, he thrust it into his 
pocket. · 
He nodded with satisfaction. 
''It will do,'' he said. 
They crossed the room and stood by the 
window. 
The first of the party to enter was a tall 
thin man in the dress of the German Im-
perial Staff. He barely glanced at them, 
strode to the centre table, and brushed it 
clear with a sweep of his sword. A crowd 
of minor officers and staff men, wireless 
operators, mechanics, signallers, followed 
at his heels, and filled the room. 
Ray and the woman watched their opera-
tions with interest, marvelling at the won-
derful system of their working. They were 
like so many bees in a comb. In a few 
minutes the room was transformed into a 
sort of military headquarters. 
The chief of the staff, busy with the 
study of a map which they had pinned on 
the table, suddenly looked up at them and 
became aware of their presence. 
''Who are you 1 '' he asked abruptly of 
Ray, speaking in fluent English. 
''I am an American war correspondent,'' 
Ray said. 
''Passport?'' 
Ray walked over and handed him the 
paper. 
''This is your wife, I suppose,'' the Ger-
man asked him after a moment's scrutiny. 
He glanced casually at J ocelyn, who was 
standing indifferently gazing out of the 
window. 
"Yes," said Ray coolly. He hoped the 
matter would end there. 
''What are you doing here ?'' 
"We found this chateau deserted an 
hour or more ago, and came in to rest. I 
hoped to get some local colour on this war 
stunt." 
'l'he officer shook his head, as he handed 
back the passport. 
''If you take my advice, you will get 
away from this place while you have the 
Qohance. These cursed French and English 
are falling back in this direction, and we 
will have some hot fighting. But I am 
afraid you must stay in the chateau over 
night. " 
"You are rather overstepping your 
authority, aren't you 1 We are American 
citizens. '' 
''I am sorry ; but those are my orders. 
It is merely a matter of form, you under-
stand. You can leave in the morning. 
That is the most I can do for you.'' 
"We can have a couple of rooms, I sup-
pose, '' Ray asked him. 
''I 'm afraid not. We may have the luck 
to get an advance guard through during 
the night, and these men will want to be 
billeted.'' 
He spoke rapidly in German to a young 
Qfficer standing by his chair. 
''Captain von Herschfeldt, '' he said to 
Ray, ''will show you and your wife to a 
room.'' 
Considering the matter dismissed, he 
bent over the map again and entered into 
a discussion with the officers seated around 
the table. 
They were led along a dim corridor to 
a scantily-furnished bedroom. At the 
door, Captain von Herschfeldt stood aside 
to let them pass in. There was an inscrut-
able smile on his thin lips. 
''I trust you will be comfortable,'' he 
ventured, and looked at J ocelyn in a way 
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that inspired in Ray a desire to assist him 
forcibly on his departure. Instead he shut 
the door in his face. 
In the room there was a window over-
looking an ill-kept lawn. They crossed to 
it. But a moment later, with a swift pres-
sure on the girl's arm which bade silence, 
he tiptoed back to the door, stood listening 
awhile, then fiung it open. Captain von 
Ilerschfeldt sprawled sideways inlto the 
room. Ray gazed down at him in his 
undignified attitude, and an amused smile 
passed over his face. 
"There's a big danger of getting an 
earache, Captain,'' he said with infinite 
sarcasm. ''These keyholes are fearfully 
draughty." 
When he had gone, Ray shut the door 
and tied his handkerchief over the knob, 
so that the keyhole was covered. He 
laughed quietly. 
''We need fear no interruption. Did 
you catch what the Head Serang was say-
ing before we left the room?'' 
She shook her head. 
" I didn't hear." 
''They are moving three batteries of 
artillery forward a thousand yards to-night 
into the Fountain blew wood. They've 
been giving a lot of trouble lately, and it 
will be an interesting bit of news for our 
side. Besides, British headquarters will be 
pleased to hear of the presence of a Ger-
man staff in the chateau, and this attempt 
of theirs to bring an advance guard through 
to-night. What this manoeuvre means I 
can't understand. To me it's a foolish 
one.'' 
''But how will you get the news through 
to them,'' she asked. ''To-morrow will be 
too late." 
From his breast pocket he drew forth a 
little instrument like a buzzer on a flat 
board. He placed it on the sill of the 
window. 
''This electric apparatus is a pocket wire-
less,'' he explained swiftly. ''Face the 
door and give me warning of an interrup-
tion. I 'm going to send a message. '' 
lie began to tap the key of the instru-
ment in a rapid succession of dots, until 
he knew by the prolonged flash in the tiny 
bulb that his call-up had been received. 
Then there followed a series of dots and 
dashes in l\:Iorse code under his expert 
fingers, creating the radiant waves of 
energy in the ether which were to fall on a 
similarly tuned instrument in the English 
lines. When he had finished, he read the 
message that came back to him in the glow 
lamp, tapped the key in recognition, and 
pocketed the apparatus. 
''That's alright,'' he said with satisfac-
tion. ''They are sending up a relief. No 
need to worry about staying here all night, 
Miss la Roche, in the company of my con-
temptible self." 
She dropped her eyes in confusion. 
"I am not worrying, Mr. Ray," she 
said. ''I have changed my opinion.'' 
''Oh! the fickleness of the feminine 
mind!'' he mocked. ''All the same, it's 
very kind of you. By the way, we are 
indebted to an American inventor for that 
little piece of apparatus. The British head-
quarters have a similar instrument in their 
possession. '' 
' 'For an American war correspondent, 
you are particularly active in the service of 
England,'' she returned with gay banter. 
He smiled quizzically down at her. 
"Oh, you know," he said, "there's a 
thing called the English Secret Service.'' 
''And the passport ? '' 
' ' A fake-naturally'! ' ' 
A few seconds later there came a knock 
on the door. Ray opened it, and saw a 
German soldier standing outside. 
"You are wanted," the man briefly in-
formed him in broken English, and jerked 
a thumb over his shoulder. 
''All right!'' said Ray, and shut the 
door. 
'' J ocel~n, '' he said, scarcely above a 
whisper, coming back to her. He used her 
name unconsciously, and hearing it, a faint 
blush stole into her cheeks. ''This may 
mean something. Does your woman's 
intuition tell you anything?'' 
''There is danger,'' she answered readily. 
''I think so. Take the car round below 
the piazza, and wait for me there. It's 
a silent machine, so they won't hear you. 
If nothing happens within ten minutes, 
come up here again. Will you do this for 
me?'' 
''What else could I do ? '' she said 
quietly. 
When he entered he felt at once a sense 
of impending danger. There was an air 
of restraint in the room. He noticed how 
they had taken the telephone into service 
and attached a tapping key to the ter~ 
minals. An operator sat in front of the 
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instrument, with a receiver over his head. 
He was tapping busily, but getting; no 
results. 
"Where does that telephone lead to 1" 
the officer asked him. 
"I have no idea," said Ray, "the instru-
ment had been broken off when we found 
it.'' 
The German looked at him keenly a 
moment, then beckoned him with a small 
oblong of cardboard. 
"This may interest you, Mr. Ray. Come 
and give me an opinion on it.'' 
Ray coolly walked round to the other 
side of the table, so that he had the open 
bay window behind him. lie took the 
piece of cardboard in his hand, and looked 
at it indifferently. As he expected, it was 
a photo of the girl Jocelyn. 
' 'J ocelyn la Roche, of the :B~rench Secret 
Service,'' the officer explained with care-
ful sarcasm. '' Captain von Herschfeldt 
had the picture handy. He intends to 
marry the original at some future date. 
Now, tell me, do you not remark a curious 
likeness to your wife, Mr. Ray?" 
Sitting opposite him, Ray was aware that 
von Herschfeldt still wore the same expres-
sionless, inane smile on his hatchet face. 
lie gazed with a calm lack of interest at 
the picture. Suddenly he raised his head 
and a shout of warning burst from him. 
There was a general movement in the direc-
tion of the door. 
With a swift run Ray darted through 
the window and lightly vaulted the balus-
trade of the piazza. lie landed in the soft 
earth of a garden. In the car J ocelyn was 
seated ready at the steering-wheel. 
''Crouch low!'' he ordered, springing up 
beside her. She threw in 'the clutch with 
a jerk, and the machine went spinning out 
of the grounds. A bullet smashed the face 
of the speed-indicator. When they had 
descended the grade and reached level 
ground, she rammed the speed-lever to top 
notch. The car, like some hunted animal, 
sprang forward at the touch and began to 
fly over the dusty road. 
Ray glanced over his shoulder. The Ger-
mans had mounted and were coming at a 
full gallop not a quarter of a mile behind. 
'' They are chasing us, '' he shouted in 
the girl's ear, while the singing wind 
clipped the words in his teeth. "Of 
course, they've got no chance.'' 
Jocelyn moved her arm, and he saw a 
long red gash on her wrist. The blood had 
stained her white sleeve. 
''How did you manage that?'' he asked 
with troubled concern in his face. 
"They had posted a sentry at the door," 
she threw back, smiling at him. "Had to 
climb through the window. Big jump. 
Tore my hand on a thorn. '' 
Over a rise in the road ahead there sud-
denly appeared a troop of light horse com-
ing at a trot towards them. 
Ray straightened his back with an 
exclamation of relief. 
''Thank the Lord for that!'' he said. 
"They 're British.'' 
As he spoke, a bullet clipped through his 
hair. He crumpled up in a heap on the 
floor of the car. 
* * * 
A million years seemed to pass by him. 
He was a disembodied spirit in the utter 
solitude of uninhabited space. A great, 
unutterable loneliness possessed his soul. 
Subconsciously he heard a voice speaking 
out of the void: 
''The bullet grazed the skull, causing a 
slight concussion.'' 
His subconsciousness began to play 
tricks with him. A vision of the chicken 
he had half-eaten at the chateau, grew out 
of the mist which pressed about him. 'fhe 
vision grew and developed until he no 
longer thought of it as merely an image of 
his brain, but as part of himself, a kindred 
spirit that somehow belonged to him. His 
loneliness slipped from him. 
lie opened his eyes on familiar surround-
ings-a military tent with its accustomed 
air of unembellished vigour: The girl 
J ocelyn was kneeling at the side of his 
stretcher. She had taken one of his hands 
in a warm clasp and was pressing her cool 
cheek against it, gazing into his face with 
eyes that glistened with recent tears. A 
delicious sense of warmth and unspeakable 
happiness enveloped him. 
''I would like to have finished that 
chicken,'' he muttered dreamily. 
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Queensland Poets. 
2. George Essex Evans. 
A review of the work of Essex Evans, 
the Toowoomba poet, would lead one to 
write him down as a democrat and nature-
lover par excellence. At the beginning of 
his volume of verse stands the short poem 
'' The Secret Key,'' and it is right that it 
should occupy this introductory position, 
for in it is stated a poet's mission- 1 
'' There is a magic kingdom of strange 
powers, 
Thought-hidden, lit by other sta,rs than 
ours: 
And, when a wanderer through its 
mazes brings 
Word of things seen, men say : 'A 
poet sings.' 
Its gates are guarded in a sterile 
land-
Mountain and deep morass and shift-
ing sand; 
Storm-barred are they, and may not 
opened be 
Save by the hand that finds the secret 
key. 
To those alone its iron gates are free, 
Who find, within their hearts, the 
secret key." 
And he found the secret key in a heart 
filled with love for his fellow men, and one 
which beat to the tune of life's harmonies, 
that to those who have ears to hear inter-
penetrate the predominant and jangling 
discords. Side by side with this love of 
humanity went one, no less deep, for 
Nature in all her moods and manifesta-
tions. Essex Evans is by no means a great 
poet; indeed, many would perhaps call him 
only a good versifier, but even if we com-
promise and rank him amongst the minor 
poets, we may still find much to delight us 
in his work Historically, and from the 
point of view of the development of our 
much-criticised nationality, he is interest-
ing, for he wrote at the birth-time of our 
Commonwealth, and his '' Federal Song'' 
contains an ideal, which in our cult of the 
individual, and our neglect of true citizen-
ship in the pursuit of politics, most of us 
are prone to forget. 
'' We have flung the challenge forward: 
'Brothers, stand or fall as One!' 
D 
She is coming out to meet us in the 
splendours of the sun-
From the graves beneath the sky 
Where her nameless heroes lie, 
From the forelands of the future they 
are waiting our reply: 
We can face the roughest weather 
If we only hold together, 
Marching forward to the future, march-
ing shoulder firm together, 
For the Nation yet to be." 
" The Lion's Whelps," written in 
December, 1899, when the Empire was 
faced with a question which in comparison 
with its present problem was a mere pecca-
dillo, has a particular application in this 
year 1918, and will assuredly be specially 
significant to Australians as long as they 
are members of the far-flung Empire. 
' ' Tricked and wounded ! Are we 
beaten 
Though they hold our strength at 
play! 
We have faced these things aforetimes, 
long ago, long ago. 
From sunlit Sydney Harbour 
And ten thousand miles away, 
From the far Canadian forests to the 
Sounds of Milford Bay 
They have answered, they have answered, 
and we know the answer now. 
From the Britains such as these 
Strewn across the world-wide seas 
Comes the rally and the bugle-note that 
makes us one to-day.'' 
'' The Land of Dawning,'' '' Eland's 
River" (an incident of the Boer War), 
'' Welcome'' (composed on the visit of the 
present King and Queen to Australia at 
the founding of the Commonwealth), 
~'Victoria" (In Memoriam)," The Crown 
of Empire" and "Ode for Commonwealth 
Day'' belong to the same class of verse. 
In '' The Women of the West'' he pays 
a heartfelt and glowing tribute to those 
pioneer mothers of our race, those daunt-
less women, who, '' for love faced the 
wilderness'' and for whom 
" No trumpet sounds the call, no poet 
plies his arts-
They only hear the beating of their 
gallant, loving hearts. 
But they have sung with silent lives 
the song all songs above 
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The holiness of sacrifice, the dignity 
of love.'' 
Equally fine is the companion poem, 
" The Nation Builders," and if an 
anthology of the poets of the colonies were 
made, these two poems are certainly worthy 
of inclusion. We all know these heroes 
the enemies they fought and the work they 
did, but Essex Evans has well expressed 
this knowledge for us. 
'' A handful of workers seeking the star 
of a strong intent-
A handful of heroes scattered to con-
quer a continent-
'rhirst, and fever, and famine, drought, 
and ruin, and flood, 
And the bones that bleach on the sand-
hill, and the spears that redden 
with blood; 
And the pitiless might of the molten 
skies, at noon, on the sun-
cracked plain, 
And the walls of the Northern jungles 
shall front them ever in vain 
Till the land that lies like a giant 
asleep shall wake to the victory 
won, 
And the heart of the Nation Builders 
shall know that the work is 
done.'' 
But his sympathy goes further than this; 
it extends to all who strive, to the average 
man and woman, to those whose souls and 
aspirations are stifled by the stuffiness of 
the commonplace, or crushed and torn by 
the wheels of an inexorable system. Most 
of us know those cheerless constituents of 
the life of the average man, which he 
enumerates 
'' For life is 1vot on a gorgeous plan-
Far, far from it-to the average man. 
The floods, the banks, and the cur-
tailed screw, 
The weekly bills and the grasping Jew, 
The servant's wage and the doctor's 
fee, 
And the needful change by the breezy 
sea, 
And the pent-up hours at the desk, 
which mean 
A man's brain changed. to a mere 
machine; 
And the wife's tired eyes and the 
children wan, 
All press like lead on the average 
man." 
And the wife he portrays as the victim 
of the commonplace, 
''Thick-soled shoes and shabby bonnet, 
Dingy cotton gloves, 
Old turned dress with darns upon it 
(Not what woman loves), 
Gaunt umbrella, green with weather-
One must self efface 
To keep home and bairns together 
In the commonplace." 
This is not poetry. It is hardly good verse, 
but of such things as he notices is poetry 
made. Still he is not hopeless; in ''The 
Wheels of the System'' with its picture of 
misery and grind, is a concluding ideal, an 
ideal which he beheld worked out by his 
''Dead Democrat'' and men such as John 
Farrell, Richard Secldon, W. II. Groom, and 
T. J. Byrne, all of whom he celebrates in 
verse. 
''Not the Lord of Love, creator of all 
grief, and pain, and crime, 
But a god-like soul ennobled, battling 
for a goal sublime, 
Thro' the bloodshed of the reons for-
ward to the happier time. 
Thine the world to mould and make it 
free for all from rim to rim, 
Thine to fight and toil and triumph 
over every problem grim, 
To create and cure, and conquer, work-
ing onwards, on with Him.'' 
Feeling thus strongly as he did on the 
subject of human weal and woe, being a 
devotee and earnest advocate of progress, it 
is inevitable that he, like every other soldier 
in the liberation war of humanity, should at 
times be bitter, when he beheld the deliber-
ately blind and deaf beings round about 
him, fettered to the earth by the leaden 
chains of self. This note, bitter, and alas! 
true, resounds in his powerful '' Ode to the 
Philistines. '' 
''Six days shalt thou swindle and lie! 
On the seventh-tho' it soundeth odd-
In the odour of sanctity 
Thou shalt offer the Lord, thy God, 
A threepenny bit, a doze, a start, and 
an unctuous smile, 
And a hurri cl prayer to prosper 
another six clays of guile.'' 
The same note of reproach, the cry of the 
pity and the wa;:te of it all, is repeated in 
"Failure" where 
"The boy went out from the ranges 
grim, 
• 
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And the breath of the mountains went 
with him; 
With a song in his heart and a smile 
on his face, 
And a light in his eyes for a foremost 
place: 
And the good green earth, and the 
salt sea spray, 
And the soft blue skies, they were his 
that day; 
And, like Eden, ringed with a golden 
fire-
Afar rose the Land of His Heart's 
Desire.'' 
But for earthly things he bartered this 
gift, for Fame, for Love, for Wealth, then 
grown old and thinking of the boy who 
had come down from the ranges, 
' ' Clear on his startled ear there fell 
A voice like the sound of a silver bell: 
'To each is the work that he best can 
do, 
But you turned from the work when it 
called to you. 
And you sought instead for the vulgar 
praise, 
For the lips of love, and for prosperous 
days. 
For who hears the word that the Gods 
inspire-
In his work finds the Land of His 
Heart's Desire.' " 
No lyric love is recorded in his verse, 
though a gentler melody is sung in such 
poems as '' The Song of Gracia, '' ''In a 
Garden,'' ''The Doves of Venus,'' '' Noc-
turne," and "The Dream Star,'' in which 
he cries, 
''Whisper, 0 wings of the wind! Sing 
me your song, 0 sea ; 
Grey is the weary world, and grey is 
the heart of me ! 
Into my shadowy heart pierce like the 
star of old, 
Pearl of the tender dawn, kissed by 
the trembling gold.'' 
His ''Two Goblet.<;,'' ''Sword of Pain,'' 
and ''Song of Life,'' as well as the whole 
tenor of his verse, would lead us to believe 
that he found life far too stern and inexor-
able a mistress to allow the dear delights 
of love. 
In the '' Song of Life'' he cries, '' Sing 
not of Rest! Sing not of Peace! Sing 
thou of Toil ! Sing thou of Hope ! Sing 
thou of Truth!'' 
''Sing thou of Truth ! 
That which alone can stand when all 
is sifted; 
That which Humanity in pain and 
tears 
Ilas sought with patient toil through 
myriad years, 
Till thou shalt see with radiant face 
uplifted-
Eternal Truth.'' 
His longest poem-Loraine-is of interest 
chiefly on account of its localisation of the 
very old story of a friend's treachery, 
and the fine descriptive passages, which 
bring before the reader vivid images of 
Australian life and landscape. 
''There's a bend of the river on Glen-
bar run 
Which the wild duck haunt at the set 
of sun, 
And the song of the waters is softened 
so 
That scarcely its current is heard to 
flow; 
And the blackfish hide by the shady 
bank 
'Neath the sunken logs where the reeds 
are rank, 
And the halcyon's mail is an azure 
gleam 
0 'er the shifting shoals of the silver 
bream, 
And the magpies chatter their idle 
whim, 
And thtl wagtails flitter along the brim, 
And tiny martins with breasts of snow 
Keep fluttering restlessly to and fro, 
And the weeping willows have framed 
the scene 
With the trailing fall of their curtains 
green, 
And the grass grows lush on the level 
leas 
'Neath the low gnarled boughs of the 
apple trees, 
\¥here the drowsy cattle dream away 
The noon-tide hours of the summer 
day. 
There's a shady nook by the old tree 
where 
The track comes winding from Bende-
meer 
So faint are the marks of the bridle 
track, 
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From the old slip-rails on the ridge's 
back, 
That few can follow the lines I know-
But I ride with the shadows of long 
ago!" 
l\Iary Gordon, the lily of old Glenbar, 
and ''Dark Loraine of the haughty face,'' 
master of Bendemeer, are to be married, 
and thus bury an age-old feud, but drought 
interposes 
''The drought came down upon Bende-
meer, 
And the grass grew yellow, and scant, 
and sere, 
And the lucerne paddocks were eaten 
brown, 
And half the trees on the run cut 
down, 
And we toiled all day 'midst the dying 
sheep, 
The tottering frames that could scar-
cely creep, · 
And the dead by scores lay over the 
plain, 
But God seemed deaf-for He sent no 
rain." 
Bendemeer and Glenbar were mortgaged, 
the lovers said good-bye, swearing everlast-
ing fidelity, and Loraine with his life-long 
companion, winsome Oliver Douglas, went 
prospecting in far distant hills. The 
description of the plains they traverse is 
very fine, as a few lines show. 
''But 0 ! the plains when their beauty 
burst 
On our wondering eyes as we crossed 
them first! 
When the sun shone bright and a soft 
wind blew, 
And the sky was clear with a fairy 
hue, 
And afar, like an isle in a sea of mist, 
Rose a mountain-cap, as of amethyst.'' 
'l'he friends work together, but Loraine 
notices that Douglas is changing, he has 
become taciturn and moody, and the reason 
is soon apparent, he too has fallen in love 
with the absent lily of old Glenbar. A 
bullet misses its mark-Loraine-but Doug-
las obtains his heart's desire whe'n his 
erstwhile friend is smitten by a fever, and 
he goes South, leaving him to die, while 
he tells Mary of her lover's sad end, 
soothed, he said, by his hands, and through 
loving sympathy wins so much of her affec-
tion that he persuades her to marry him 
and go over the seas to share his newly-
inherited title and wealth. Meanwhile 
Loraine recovers and runs, a wild man for 
years, with a tribe of myalls, until civilisa-
tion and love pull so hard at his heart-
strings that he makes his way again to 
Melbourne. There he learns what has 
happened and that Mary is dead, and from 
then devotes himself to the accumulation 
of wealth and power, so that finally he will 
be able to seize Douglas and wreak ven-
geance upon him. The description of his 
return to the old Bendemeer homestead, 
where he is to find Douglas, his progress, 
pistol in hand, through the well-known 
overgrown garden, full of ghosts and 
memories, raises one's emotions to a height 
of fine suspense and then comes the finale--
''Where the gold of the curtain falls, 
half drawn, 
By the windows, wide to the western 
lawn, 
From the shadows vague of the outer 
gloom 
I have slipped-a shadow-within the 
room. 
In the shaded light, on the low white 
bed, 
I can see his face. . he is lying-
dead! 
The hand of Time has not marred its 
grace, 
Though the lines are deep on the well-
lmown face 
And the brow is placid and white and 
chill 
With the peace that comes when the 
heart is still. 
And the lamplight falls on the golden 
hair 
Of a weeping child who is kneeling 
there.'' 
The child looks up with her mother's 
face, 
With the sungold hair and the lily's 
grace. 
From the lashes wet with their pearly 
dew 
Shine the dark-blue depths of the eyes 
I knew, 
The sweet eyes soft with the dreamy 
light 
And the mystic spell of the southern 
night. 
They have left me this-'tis the bond 
of Fate-
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'l'he woman I love and the man I hate ! 
Through the windows wide blows the 
gentle breeze, 
And the wind-harp sighs in the 
shadowy trees, 
And I see the rise of a splendid star 




There are few requirements as necessary 
to a healthy public life as sound social inter-
course, whereby new facts, ideas, and senti. 
ments may become widely known, criticised, 
accepted, or rejected on their own merits, 
and not out of class prejudice or imitative 
snobbishness. 'I'here is no better way to 
prevent splits into cliques and coteries, 
mutual distrust, mutual jealousies, their 
growing into seemingly innate passions, in 
which, sooner or later, outside people must 
discover fatal opportunities to play the 
Roman game : divide and reign. 
Nowhere is sound social intercourse more 
indispensable than in this most sparsely-
populated country in the world, Australia. 
It is not merely a question of firmly linking 
together all parties and interests. The 
need is quite as urgent to provide for the 
quick assimilation of immigrants-a very 
delicate task-which, so far, Australia is 
shockingly neglecting. Her "white" ideal 
-if anything morE' than a grossly, child-
ishly materialistic notion-must be the 
rough embodiment of the subtler but essen-
tial desire to work out unhampered our 
adaptation to local circumstances in this 
bright, bulky, new land, mountainless, 
riverless, harbourless, a yet unwritten page 
in the world-history. 
Now, who will dare say we enjoy satis-
factory means of social intercourse 1 There 
is but one solid advantage we possess, and 
unless we take care, it may pass away un-
noticed: of all the British Dominions, we 
are, as far as language is concerned, the 
most homogeneous. No Dutch as in South 
Africa, no Maori as in New Zealand, no 
French as in Canada, neither Welsh nor 
Gaelic as in Great Britain; and yet, before 
the war, we had our German schools multi-
plying, not because of any genuine local 
demand, but for the promotion of wily 
schemes hy an ambitious nation. 
On tlw other hand, we are split into at 
lca~t two political parties, manifold reli-
gious denominations, several snobbish 
coteries and would-be social classes which 
are largely the creatures of fancy-for we 
have no aristocracy of birth, nor, indeed, 
any unlucky proletariat, except in imagina-
tion. We have, however, very real difficul-
ties to overcome if we are to develop 
healthy traditions of social intercourse--
the retiring instincts inherited by colonists 
of pure A.nglo-Saxon stock; the want of a 
defimte system of domestic management 
appropnate to our climate and our indus-
trial economy; and, I would add, the mis-
use of entertainments for the sake of profit 
and charity. 
Wliat are the conditions which social 
intercourse should fulfil to bear the most 
useful and pleasant fruits 1 It should first 
of all provide us with opportunities to meet, 
not so much physically as intellectually. 
There iE: little benefit to be derived from 
sitting next to one another at the pictures, 
or from treading on one another's toes at 
the Exhibition. Our Jaily papers, with 
their bewildering mingling of advertise-
ments and disconnected news, help to 
isolate more than to unite their readers. 
What a convenient excuse they give the lazy 
to be content with the feast they provide 
for therr1 at breakfast or luncheon! 
What is wanted is opportunity to meet, 
not to <.ii.,r:uss the misdeeds of the Bolshe-
viks, but to become well acquainted with 
onr, another's wants and abilities, the 
wants we might supply, the abilities from 
whieh we might receive help. More still, 
prrhnps, we neril occasions for open mutual 
criticism. We are rather impatient of it, 
no doubt, and fonder of mutual praise; but 
we shall never improve much till we mend 
in this rE'spect, though perhaps it is the 
manner of it and the spirit of it which 
offends in most criticisms. 
It is tt'UE', we havl~ a number of clubs 
and societies. Perhapf:l f:lOnH' are slightly 
tainted with aloofness, and their members 
holrl views of their O\\'ll exclusive import-
ance which anyone else can hardly be ex-
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pected to share. These do their part in 
dividing us into idea-tight compartments. 
Most arr, however, afflicted with corporate 
anmmia, <1uite another kind of disease. 
Members join in f11ir numbers; they may 
even pay their sn bscriptions; but as for 
attending meetings, they ''can't be 
bothered," and perhaps the committee do 
not insist very much. 
'l'hesc are the societies and clubs we 
should strive to cure. To create new ones 
is merely to intensify the evil. In truth, 
they are too many all'eady, though they are 
mostly quite unknown to the public. To 
discover them, to join them-just as many 
as we can join actively-to make them 
more interesting, more useful to their mem-
bers, more known to possible members-
such is the sound policy, without which we 
are doomed, and must be overwhelmed some 
day under the first wave of emigration 
which a great commotion-the present war, 
for instance-may cause in any of the con-
gested countries of the world. 
OHARLRS SOIII~DLER. 
J ames Elroy Flecker. 
J ames Elroy Fleck er was born in London 
in 1884; he went to Oxford and later to 
Cambridge, where he became friendly with 
Rupert Brooke. He entered the Consular 
Service and spent some years in the East. 
On 3rd January, 1915, he died. Such is the 
record in a few words of Flecker's short 
but full life. It was no casual impulse that 
drew him Eastward, for it was the dream 
and desire of his soul to visit the sacred 
land of Hellas; its sunlight was in his 
blood; he had drunk of the wine of Diony-
sus, and a pilgrimage was necessary to the 
skies of Ionian blue. Flecker loved Greece 
with a passion and an inspiration. The 
manifold lovely creations of the Hellenic 
imagination were to him, as to Keats, a 
reality of joy and beauty. Through the 
noises of the str.eet, he could hear the clear 
flutes of Pan, and "where others only hear 
the wind, '' there sounded for him ''the 
fire-winged feet'' of Ma.•nads, leaping and 
dancing in ecstasy. 
''Have I not sat on Painswick Hill 
vVith a nymph upon my knees, 
And she as rosy as the dawn, 
And naked as the breeze?'' 
He found this love of his echoed from the 
past, in a deeper note, from the lips of 
Byron and Shelley, and his knees pressed 
the ground in the same place as theirs had, 
as he knelt in adoration before the pure 
sweet flame of the altar of Liberty. In an 
unfinished ode-"'fo the Glory of Greece" 
-he tells how they both came to him in 
sleep, and hailed him as brother. But this 
affection for a foreign land in no way 
diminished the depth and extent of his love 
for his native country. 
"Was I not born in Gloucestershire, 
One of the Englishmen ! '' 
And amongst all the hot, rich beauty of the 
Grecian fields, his mind turns with longing 
to the austerer land with low-clouded skies 
and glittering rain and wind-tost autumn 
leaves. 
In Flecker, the pagan spirit. finds expres-
sion. Life is full of colour and warmth 
and passion; he delights in the gorgeous-
ness of the East, and each small object is 
touched with loving care-
'' And we have manuscripts in peacock 
styles 
By Ali of Damascus; we have swords 
Engraved with storks and apes and 
crocodiles, 
And heavy beaten necklaces for 
Lords." 
He falters with the fulness of beauty before 
him; his life means very much for him; it 
is compact of perfumes and flowers and 
thousand sparkling joys, and of "marvel-
lous tales, of ships and stars and isles where 
good men rest." He has no laments that 
the best days are gone, or fears for dar-
kened morrows; he is too busy with the 
changing lights of the present; existence is 
too real to him. 
''The stark est fights must still be fought, 
The most surprising songs be sung.'' 
And so death is a horrible thing to him; he 
cannot bear to think of it. In a poem signi-
ficantly titled "No Coward's Song," he 
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says, ''I am afraid to think about my 
death." Jt has no compensations to him 
who is so tightly entangled in the threads 
of this world's loveliness. ''Let me live ! '' 
is his prayer, and the only Paradise he can 
imagine is an earth without ''sickness, age, 
and death.'' This pagan freedom, however, 
does not blind him to deeper things-'' the 
light mysterious on the tree"-and it 
brings its revelations and it has its 
gospels. 
''Yet there the mild god came, 
In silence, shod with flame, 
Girdled with mystery and crowned with 
vine." 
And after this moment, when '' Life stood 
still'' and when he ''knew the tune that 
sun and stars were singing, '' there is a 
profounder knowledge and an illumination 
for his soul in the nights of misfortune, for 
now he can ''see beyond the skies.'' 
Despite Flecker 's love of the East's pas-
sionate splendour, his verse is always re-
strained and artistic. He was a great ad-
mirer of the French Parnassians, and not 
only continually insisted that there was 
need for us to study their ideals and their 
practice, but also translated several of their 
poems. In his original work he was careful 
never to allow any crudities or imperfec-
tions of craftsmanship, or to mistake 
facility for inspiration·. His style is pre-
eminently lucid and straight-forward; he 
continually corrected and compressed 
poems, at times completely casting them 
anew. It is only natural that one who 
loved England so intensely should be 
roused to song by the present war. '' The 
Burial in England'' is a poem written in 
finely modulated blank verse, in honour of 
the dead, and it is not unworthy so glorious 
a subject. It has no loud and thunderous 
mouthing; rather is its tone quiet with 
reverence and sincerity. It ends with an 
appeal to others to enlist: 
Yet is not Death the great adventure 
still, 
And is it all loss to set ship clean anew 
When heart is young and life an eagle 
poised? 
It may be noticed that here there is a 
more definite faith than Flecker usually 
t>xpresses-'' since we are men, and shrine 
immortal souls.'' Another war poem is 
" The Old Warship Ablaze," where the 
poet has a subject right to his heart, All 
his life he was fascinated by the beauty 
of ships, and the colour which was a delight 
and a vision to him was red-red the sym-
bol of life and passion, in blood, in roses, 
in fire, and in sunsets. To him the picture 
of the sinking battleship, blazing with crim-
son flames, is a real ''revel of orgiac-
imageries "-a joy of mighty splendours 
and majestic dooms. 
Perhaps the most perfect thing Flecker 
ever wrote is the irregular lyric '' Still-
ness," which is a wonderful piece of verbal 
music, tuned perfectly to the thought. The 
rhythm is heavy with quiet and peace; an 
atmosphere of very calm envelops it. The 
use of vowel sounds shows an absolute 
mastery over language. There are not 
many other personal lyrics, but they are 
nearly all of a high order. The later ones 
have lost some of the clarity and simplicity, 
and also a touch of coldness which is to be 
felt in some of the earlier; but they have 
a passion and colour which the others lack. 
'' Had I that haze of streaming blue, 
That sea below, the summer faced, 
I'd work and weave a dress for you 
And kneel and clasp it round your 
waist.'' 
The warmth of his Eastern surroundings 
had entered into his brain like a perfume, 
and is very perceptible. A kind of dra-
matic lyric, distributed among several 
speakers, is a favourite of Flecker's. All, 
except one, are of a religions type, and 
centre round the Nativity; but it is this 
one which is a masterpiece. ''The Gulden 
Journey to Samarkand '' sings of the set-
ting of the travellers from Bagdad. The 
variety and the picturesque pageantry of 
this scene, so beloved of Flecker, is painted 
with an evident delight in sensuous detail. 
The subject of " The Gates of Damascus" 
is somewhat similar. The four wardens of 
the four gates sing to the different class of 
people who frequent their portals-one 
tells to the caravan of the endless deserts 
and awaiting death; the second to the 
sailors of the strange and "terrible lands 
that lie far away; the third to the mer-
chants, of gain and trade and cheating; 
the fourth to the pilgrim of the mystery 
and the secret whereof he seeks the answer. 
Flecker never did anything better than the 
fiescriptions in these two poems of the 
many-coloured life of the East. 
Flecker has still other sides to his genius. 
He was a fine ballad writer, and his trans-
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lations stand in the very first rank. 
Amongst many other things, he left, at his 
death, two unpublished dramas, while his 
works include an amount of prose. Nor 
must it be forgotten that he lived a busy 
and practical life, full of ' ' enthusiasms, 
moral and material, economic, educational, 
and military.'' His life was one of continual 
energy, and though he must have suffered 
very much, he never makes the slightest 
complaint. Only once does he mention ill-
ness and there the note is one of desire for 
peace, utterly devoid of any allusion to 
bodily pain. As a man and as a poet he 
is equally great. In a memorable sentence 
Flecker once said, " It is not the poet's 
business to save man's soul, but to make it 
worth saving." To this end his work 
should be of no small avail. I shall con-
clude with some lines from a poem written 
with the consciousness of certain death, 
where he rises to an unwonte'd acceptance 
of his fate. It is a good note to end on:-
'' I shall walk with the stars in their 
courses, 
And hear very soon, very soon, 
The voice of the forge of the Forces, 
And ride on the ridge of the moon, 
And sing a celestial tune. 
J. LI~Di::U .. Y. 
An Eye to Business. 
Ruth Brooke was quite tired of the life 
she was leading. It waf1 now almost five 
years since she had returned from the high 
school, where she had speut the greater part 
of her teens under worthy mistresses, who 
gave her the usual useless instruction, im-
parted at exorbitant rates to the daughters 
of the rich. At first she had looked forward 
to a life of idleness, or at least pleasure, 
but the glamour of that soon faded away, 
and Ruth came to the conclusion that such 
an education leading to such a life was 
never meant for her. 
Johu Brooke, her father, was a wealthy 
grazier, with a keen eye to business. Every-
body for miles around knew John Brooke 's 
station and John Brooke 's homestead, and 
nearly every s1ragman had, at some time or 
other, worked for John l11ooke. All agreed 
that he had a keen eye to business. More-
over, J3rooke was so permeated by conscious-
uess of his own particular ability that he 
treated those, whom he considered were not 
similarly endowed, with something that 
approached pity or evrn contempt. Ruth, 
he considered, was endowed with nothing 
in particular. 'l'he best she could do was to 
wait. Yes-wait until young Harold More-
ton, who was the only son of the owner of 
Castlcreagh, woke up to t.he fact that there 
was a nice girl on the neighbouring station 
\l·ho needed marrying. Old John Brooke 
had a keen eye to business. · , 
'' So you' re not satisfied~'' said her 
father one evening after tea. Ruth had 
hinted that she did not like Harold, and 
protested agaiust her father's schemes for 
her future welfare. 
"You think I can't do anything," she 
replied. 
"There is nothing for you to do," said 
her .father proudly. "If I haven't enough 
servants in the house, just say so, and I'll 
employ more at once. You and your mother 
have nothing to do just now but sit back 
and watch me pull ofr this deal for five 
thousand. After that,'' he continued, 
"wait for the next item, which I have just 
got wind of to-day." 
"Now that's what I don't like about 
you, father,'' protested the daughter. 
'• You think that no one else has a head 
but yourself. You ~hink I can't do ~my­
thino- but play the p1ano and daub a b1t of 
paint. Well, 1 am going to show you t~at 
you and Steve have no monopoly of brams 
in this place, and I 'm going to do some-
thing useful for myself .. , 
Stevc Brooke was three years younger 
than Ruth and, a<.:cording to his father, he 
had inherited the sublime mentality of the 
Brookcs. ·whether that was true or false 
need not ue disputed, but at all events, 
Steve Brooke had full opportunity to 
develon any natural endowment. John 
Brook~ con~idered that if he himself had 
not been a busines;; wan by fate, he would 
have been a doctor by choice. This profes-
sion hr chose for his son, and at present 
Steve was struggling through third-year 
medicine at 1 he University. How he man-
aged to get tl1rough first and second year, 
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Steve was not quite sure; but his father 
did not want any explanation of the fact, 
convinced that a llrooke could not possibly 
fail. 
"Well, what do you propose doing~" 
said ol<.l John Brooke to his daughter. 
"You don't think 1 'd bother sending you 
to learn medicine, do you 1" 
'·If you don't want to send me, I am 
quite prepared to go myself, " replied Ruth 
mildly. 
"What a supreme sense of personal 
ability!" laughed John Brooke, oblivious 
of his o\\·n particular weakness. "Now, 
you look here,'' said he, · offering advice, 
''you stay here and be very pleasant to 
young Moreton, and doH 't go thinking that 
you're. cut out for anything special, except 
being Miss Brooke, daughter of old John 
of \Vilton.'' 
That settled it as far as her father was 
concerned, but Ruth confided her ambi-
tions to her mother. The latter sympathised 
with her daughter, instinctively feeling that 
she herself was likewise insignificant in 
the business-like mind of her husband. 
John Brooke had as much love for his 
wife as any other prosperous business 
man, married thirty years, but he could 
never convince himself that it was of any 
use to talk business to a wife. 
''Well, you know I don't like your idea 
of going away," said Mrs. Brooke, when 
she had heard Ruth's plans, ''but I think it 
(1uite a good idea that you should take up 
nursing. Seeing that Steve is doing medi-
cine, you might be very useful to him later 
on, should he open a hospital. I know you 
don't like IIarold More ton, but he is quite 
a nice young fellow. At any rate, I don't 
think your father will let you leave home 
if he knows what ~'OU m tend doing.'' 
''I know he wouldn't,'' replied Ruth. 
''He mt>ans it all for the best, and there is 
no use arguing with him. But I would so 
like to show father and Steve that we are 
not such useless ornaments as they think." 
"If Steve knew you were nursing, he 
would tell father immediately. You know 
he asked father to persuade you not to 
give music or painting lessons.'' 
·'Oh, I would not let Steve or father 
know until l had established myself down 
1 here- and I must think how to do that. 
Besides, [ would like very much to catch 
:::ltevc unawares. lie hasn't written to me 
for almost a month. I think he must still 
be rejoicing on the strength of having 
struggled through his second year." 
'·Oh, I think father heard from him 
yesterday. At all events, he posted him a 
chequt>," put in Mrs. Brooke. 
'l'he matter was dropped for the time 
being, and not until a week afterwards did 
Ruth SPe an opportunit;} to enter upon her 
schemes. The mail had just arrived, bring-
ing her a letter from an old school friend 
who had lately married, and was now living 
in an aristocratic suburb of the city. 
Apparently the writer was conscious of 
.having conducted a ve1·y successful cam-
paign, ~11lu!inating in lwr m&rriage to the 
:;on of a \l'f'althy mcrchaut, n.nrl now she 
desired i.o parallc her good t01 tune for the 
henefH oJ' Ruth. However, the invitation 
was cordial, and tempting as a solution of 
the present difficulty. 
'I'hat day at dinner, 1\'Irs. Brooke, acting 
under iustrnctions from her daughter, 
remarked to her husband that she thought 
it would be advisable if Ruth went away 
for a change. Immediately, Ruth informed 
her parents that she hHd just received an 
invitation to spend a 'l'eek or so with her 
old school <'hnm, Gladys Hawkins, who was 
now Mrs. Arehie Robertson. 
'' ls that Robertson of Robertson and 
Son, wholesale merchants and importers?" 
queried her father. 
"'I' he very same," replied Ruth, timidly. 
John Brooke did not reply, but his 
daughter knew what thoughts were then 
running throngh his busiw~ss-like mind. 
''Well,'' he asked. at last, ·'when do 
you propose going 1'' 
"Next Monday, if I am r{oady." 
"And how long do you pl'opose to stay~" 
"Oh, I don't know-a week at least." 
"Make it a fortnight," said her father, 
with whom preciseness was more than a 
habit, ''and come along on Saturday, and 
I'll give you a cheque for twenty to see 
you through.'' 
The first line had been taken in one 
rush. 
'fhe earlier part of her lwliday had been 
very enjoyable for Ruth Brooke. Mrs. 
Hobcrtson 's scr.ial engagen.entiJ and other 
entertainments occupied most of her time, 
end though ostensibly enjoying herself for 
the sake of her hostess, Ruth was all the 
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'l'here was almost a week of her holiday 
remaining, when she left Mrs. Robertson 's 
one morning, saying that she was going 
shopping, and probably would not be home 
for lunch. lt was five o'clock in the after-
noon, and still .Ruth had not returned. 
Mrs. Robertson was just becoming anxious 
when a taxi stopped at her gate and Ruth 
alighted, carrying nothing Lut her hand-
bag. 
·'I thought you went shopping 1 You 
look very weary, and what is the matter~ " 
said Mrs. Robertson all at onct. 
''I sent all my parcels home,'' explained 
Ruth. '' J am very tired, but otherwise I 
am quite all right.'' 
"Oh, that's good. I was afraid you 
might.n 't be able to come to Mrs. Solway's 
private theatricals to-night. You'll have 
to hurry up now. I am having early 
supper," gabbled her gay friend, and 
danced off to see the cook. 
'!'hough Ruth knew she would have to 
accompany Mrs. Robertson, she was just 
then in no mood to bother about theatri-
cals, private or otherwise; for she had been 
very unsuccessful that day. In the first 
place, she found out that letters of intro-
duction were a necessity before she could 
be taken on as a probationer in the hos-
pital she chose. Next, she wanted money. 
Twenty pounds was quite sufficient to see 
one through a fortnight's holiday, but, 
unfortunately, it was not enough for the 
present purpose. 'l'he matron at the hos-
pital wanted a guarantee; the secretary of 
the nurses' training school wanted a 
deposit, and Ruth wanted an outfit. For 
several reasons, she could not telegraph 
home for money. She could not ask Steve 
at the medical school for any. She did 
not want to disclose to him her intentions, 
and, if possible, did not want to let him 
know she was in town. Again, she wanted 
to be independent of Steve, and, still again, 
she guessed that he was just then awaiting 
the monthly cheque from his father. 
So Ruth went to the theatricals and 
waited for something to turn up. 
"Stiff 1" 
"Absolutely! Didn't hit the feathers 
till two this morning. Gave my last half-
guinea to a taxi-man." 
''Where were you?'' 
"North Point-Mrs. Solway's theatri-
cals. Saw such a nice girl there, too." 
.. 
"Oh, you ·re always breaking out in a 
.fresh spot, lj'rank,' ' said Steve Brooke. 
Steve anJ his college chum, l!'rank Har-
vey, were hurrying to tlle medical school 
more than usually late. 
' ' Fact,·' saiJ IIarvey. ''I've seen tlle 
girl before, at church, at my aunt's place, 
and now at 1\'Irs. Solway's. She beats a 
whole heap o.f magazine covers, and she 
always looks at me so sweetly. But I can't 
get an introduction to her. Wish she'd 
fall into the harbour so I could pull her 
out. I think it will have to be something 
equally romantic before I can say a word 
to her." 
"1 'd like to save her life somehow," 
sighed Frank again. 
''This is a serious case,'' remarked 
Steve, with the suavity of a finished 
tnedico. Let me prescribe. Now, suppose 
1 assisted you in a ruse, and thereby gave 
you an opportunity to save the child-
what would it be worth 1'' 
"Any fee is yours," ejaculated Harvey. 
"What is the ruse?" 
"Well, it's a very simple one. I'm the 
villain, you 're the hero, and the girl com-
pletes the melodrama.'' 
" 0 h, I get you. W elB" 
"You know where she lives 1" 
'' Rather-·followed her home twice, but 
didn't have the courage to say a word. 
She lives at the big place on the corner of 
Fifth avenue and 1\Iaequarie street.'' 
'' vVhy, that's ju&t an idt,lal spot for my 
ruse. But we want more details. What 
time does she come up Macquarie street 1 '' 
''Often about dusk-seems to be coming 
home from business or calls or something.'' 
* 
'l'he second evening the actors got an 
opportunity to stage their bit of melo-
Jrama. It ·was dusk, and the street lamps 
were just beginning to make the place 
look dark, when a girl in a heavy fur coat 
came up Macquarie street. Steve Brooke, 
who was attired as a '·ne 'er-do-well," was 
standing at the top of the street waiting 
for his cue. On seeing the girl, and Har-
vcy following about fifty yards behind, he 
came down the street with nervous tread, 
feeling like an actor who has been pushed 
on the stage and forgotten his ''lines.'' 
However, he determined to go through 
with the job, much as he disliked it. He 
was now approaching the girl in a careless 
fashion, and the hero behind quickened his 
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pace in order to he in at the finish. Steve 
was nearer; Ilarwy was just behind. 'l'he 
plot had thickened considerably. The vil-
lain crossed over io the girl, and the hero 
was just springing to choke him, when 
something happened. Steve fell back and 
tried to slink away. ''Ruth!" he gasped. 
But Frank played his part valiantly an<l 
fouled matters ~onsiderahly. The girl 
stood for a moment, and, having quickly 
grasped Lhe \rhole situation, said very im-
periously-
" Stephen, I shall see you and your 
friend to-morrow at eleven o'clock at the 
medical school. If you do not keep the 
appointmeut, I shall telegraph fatther 
immecliately. '' She then quietly resumed 
her journey up l\Iacqnarie street. 
''Who the--!" 
"My sister," groanerl Steve. 
* * 
''It was all a harmless joke,'' pleaded 
Steve. 
"Yes I can vouch for that, Miss 
Brooke,'·' explained IIarvey; ''and, more-
over, it was all on my account.'' 
"Yes, I have seen you several times at 
different functions,'' remarked Ruth, 
"but I never haJ the pleasure of an intro-
duction.'' 
"My sister-Mr. Harvey," mumbled 
Steve, and thereupon brightened up con-
siderably. 
"You won ·t say anything, Ruth?" he 
pleaded again. '' ~1r. IIarvey can explain 
the whole thing to you, if you don't care 
to believe me. It's the first time I've 
played in melodrama,'' continued Steve, 
''and, by heavens, it's going to be the 
last.'' 
'' 1 hope so,'' said Ruth, ''but it will 
cost yon ten pounds.·' Sieve understood. 
''And I just got m ,l' clH'lllle this morn-
ing,'' he gasped. 
''That cheqtte is miuv, ·' said Ruth, 
definitely. 
'·Now, '' she continued, ' ' I have another 
matter which I wish you to consider, and, 
provided you and JHr. Harvey help me, 
there will be no fmther trouble." 
Ruth explained, and Harvey was only 
too anxious to help. 
''Why, that 's my uncle's hospital you 
were just talking about;" said he. " I'll 
introduce yon to-morrow.'' 
The path was opening before Ruth. 
Steve, however, had yet to be beaten. 
Under ordinary circumstances this would 
have been difficult, but Ruth held all the 
trumps. 
I "You 'ITite to father," said she, "tell-
ing him that 1 have decided to take up 
nursing at Dr. liar vey 's private hospital. 
and that you are entirely in agreement 
with the proposition; also suggest that I 
be sufficiently financed. Until then I hold 
your cheque.'' 
Steve wrote, and before he had sealed 
!he envdope, \\'aS entirely won over to the 
side of Ruth and IIarvey. He was now 
taking quite an interest in his sister's 
future. 
''Mr. I-Iarvey anc1 I intend opening a 
hospital .for nervous diseases after we have 
finished here and had some experience. 
Perhaps you wonlll like--" 
''Open your hospital,'' said Ruth, with 
business-like promptness. And then she 
smiled at Harvey so---
But that's another story . 
.T. 'f'. IIENH Y. 
The Cross- Roads. 
'J'here prates a ghostly whisperer \Yithin, 
Who urges guidance on the hePdlers soul 
To shining mountain-tops where days begin, 
And morning rays of youthful hope find goal. 
The shapeless words resound: no gripping hold 
Ontjuts whereon to plant nnce1·tain fpet, 
As vapoury dank and eerie darkness colrl 
Enshroud the vales where 'wnton crossroads meet, 
Each moment's pa n se the phantom voiees plead, 
Then e;,si ly t he careless choice is made, 
And mcn y quip or fier!'ely feral deed 
Betray the mind while charted pathways fade:-
Uucasy steps, a furtive field of grey, 
"\ frnitlrsK sr:m·hing· for a friendly m1y. 
-'l',T, 
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Roll of Honour. 
" Dulce et decorum est pro patria mori.'' 
Barbour, Frederick Ueorge Petty (Arts I.). 
Killed in action. 
Bond, Sydney Stanna (Arts II.), Lieut., 
25th In£. Killed in action, Oct., 1917. 
Browne, Philip Gerald (Arts I.). Killed in 
action, 1916. 
Brydon, Kenneth ?.Jackenzie, B.E., Lieut., 
Engineers. Killed in action, 12th Oct., 
1917. 
Cramb, Wm. Arthur (Administrative 
Staff), Pte., A.:\I.C. Killed in action, 
France, August, 1916. 
Collin, Leslie Normrm (Arts II.), Lieut., 
15th Batt. Kille\1 in action, Gallipoli, 
25th April, 1915. 
Fisher, W aide Gerard, B.A., 2nd Lieut., 
2nd Rfs., 42nd Batt. Killed in action, 
France, 5th April, 1918. 
Ford, S. Kelso (Eng. f.), Lieut. Killed in 
action, Gallipoli, 1915. 
**F'rancis, 'l'revor (Eng. IT.), Uapt., 7th 
Rfs., 53rd Batt. Killed in action, 
France, 14th :Thiarch, 1917. 
Hall, Edgar Cullen (Eng. Ill.), Sgt., En-
gineers. Died of wounds, France, Sep-
tember, 1917. 
Harper, Albert Eel ward (Se. II.), Lieut.,. 
A.I.F. Killed in action, 1916. 
IIaymen, Frank Grauville (Eng. IV.). 
Lieut., 9th Batt., A.I.l~. Killed in 
action, Gallipoli, 25th April, 1915. 
J ameson, Charles, Pte., 2nd Depot Batt. 
Xillrd in action. 
** }liliuuy Cross with Bar. 
J ones, Trevor Warwick (Se. I.). Died in 
Hospital. 
Macdounell, L .. F., Lieut., A.l.VLC. Killed 
in action, 4th Oct., 1917. 
l\Ianders, .B-,rank Arnold (Arts I.), 2nd 
Lieut., Pioneers, A.I.F. Killed in 
action. 1917. 
lVIcXeill, bonald ( r~ng.), Royal Flying 
Corps. Kllled in action. 
Noble, ,John Alexander (Se. II.), Artillery. 
Killed in action, France, 27th April, 
1917. 
Oakes, Arthur Welle:;ley, :\LA., Bursar, St. 
John's College, Trooper, A.I.F. Killed 
in action, Dardanelles, August, 1915. 
Simmonds, Wilfred Price (Se. II.), Corp., 
16th Rfs., 15th Hatt. Killed in action, 
4th October, 1917. 
'l'itylor, Harry Si.. George (En g. I.), Lieut., 
Border Regiment. Killed in action. 
'l'homson, Wm. Camp bell (Se. II.). Died 
on service. 
Trout, Ro:v C., Lieut., Aerial Corps. Killed 
in !lction, 1st July, 1917. 
Ward, Cyril Cutcliife (Se. Ill.), Lieut., 
26th Inf., A.I.F. Killed in action~ 
Wilson, G. C. C. ( Eng. II.), 1st Rfs., 41st 
Inf. Died of wounds, 7th July, 1917. 
t Wonderley, C.R., B.A., Lance-Corporal. 
Killrd in aetion, 4th April, 1918. 
Young, ~eville H. (.Arts I.). Died in hos-
pital. 
t l\Iilita.ry ll\l•edal. 
War Roll. 
Alaud, Rohel't Clegg. 
Atthow, W. 
Axon, A. E. 
Baldwin, Daniel Eric. 
Bath, Waiter Stanley. 
Benjamin, R. 
Biggs, Frederiek John. 
Boulton, G. 0. 
Briggs. Jame::; Logan, B.A. 
Briggs, \Yebster. 
*Brown, PerciYal Henry, B.E. 
'"'Bryan, Walter lle,vwood, l\1.Sc. 
'~·~Butler~ A. G.: M.B. 
Byth, Harold Victor, B. A. 
Cassidy, Reginald John. 
f'C holmeley, Rojer J., B.A. 
Cooling, George, B.Sc. 
Cornwall, Hugh l\Iackay. 
Crane, .B'rrderick Gordon. 
*Cribb. Eric Clarke. 
Croker, G. N. 
Cullen, Eel win Boy d. 
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WAR ROLL-continued. 
Uunven- Walker, Ewan. 
Dart, R. A., M.Sc., M.B. 
Day, William Charles. 
Diamond, William Victor. 
Dinning, Hector William, B.A. 
Douglas, W alter ?.Iather. 
Dowrie, James ·wilson. 
Dnnbar, Gordon Allan. 
Dunstan, Prank Wheatley. 
Eckersley, P. C. 
Evans, Olive Kerslake, B.Sc. 
Fielding, Frank. 
Florence, J. N. 
Foote, L. H. 
Fowles, Duncan. 
Francis, Eric. 
Frankel, A. P. 
Fryer, J. D. 
Garland, D. 
Gee, E. C. C. 
Graham, M. D. 
Grant, R., B.A. 
Grimes, A. B. 
Gunson, \V. N., B.A. 
Hamilton, R. C., B.A. 
Hardie, Sir David, M.D. 
Hein, Ragnar. 
Henchman, H. H. 
Hirst, W. 
Holtham, R., B.A. 
Horn, A., M.B. 
Horn, H. W. 
Hughes, F. G. 
Huxham, A. J. 
Jackson, E. S .. M.B. 
Jamcs, F. W., B.A. 
Jenkyn, C'. H. H., B.A. 
Jones, A. H., B.A. 
Jones, C. H., B.A. 
Jones, I. F. 
Keid, H. G. W. 
Kelly, C. A. 
Kennedy, E. W. 
Kyle, W. M. 
Lendrum, J. R. 
l.Jewis, J. A. 
Lloyd, N. A., B.E. 
Loney, E. 
Lukin, F. W. R. 
jfcCulloch, Alfred. 
Mcintyre, A. L., B.E. 
Me William, R. ,J. 
Melbourne, A. C. V., B.A. 
::\fellor, R. W. H. 
l\Ierrington, E. N., M.A., Ph.D. 
Moody, A. S. H. 
Newton, G. 0. 
*Norman, E. P., B.E. 
0 'Brien, 0. W., B.A. 
O'Keefe, U. 0. 
0 'Sullivan, F . .i\1. 
Parnell, T., l\LA. 
Partridge, E. II. 
Paten, A. F. 
Patterson, C. R 
.Patterson, F. \V. 
Pearse, A. E. E., H.A. 
Percy, R. A. 
.Phitr, R.. s. 
Poon, H. R. G. 
Powe, A. B., B.A. 
*Radcliffe, J. N., B.A. 
Rankin, W. E. D. 
Reinhold, W. J., B.E. 
**Robinson, J. A., B.A. 
How, A. W. L. 
Tiowe, Rev. G. E. 
Saunders, R. R. 
Schmidt, A. E. 
Smith, E. H. 
t'rhelander, E. A. 
\Vaguer, E. G. 
vVatson, W. F. 
Wilson, G. H. 
Wilson, W. 
N'O:\"-MATRICUL\ TE D STUDENTS 
Penny, G. J. 
Small, F. W. 
A D.J.IINISTRA 'l'IVE AND LABORA-
'l'ORY S'l'AB'F. 
Cramb, J. D. 
Haynes, Harry 
Hoskins, \V m. 
Illidge, Chas. 
\V right, George. 
TTOME SERVICES A-:\TD :\IUNT'l'IONS. 
Barton, E. C. G. 
Bonharn. P. II. 
Boyle, R. A. 
Cumbrae-Stew,lrt, B.A., B.C.L. 
Fowler, VI!. 1\L B. 
Gibson, 1\lex. J. 
Gray, A. K., .B.A. 
Hargreaves, G. W., M.Sc. 
Hnrwood, A. 
Jones, T. G. H., :\l.Se. 
Latimer, R. W. 
Lewis, C. L., B.E. 
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Marsden, A. J., B.Sc. 
Nielson, J. F., B.Sc. 
Priest, H. J., B.A., B.Sc. 
Quinn, R. G. 
Ross, C. N., B.E., l\f.Sc 
Saunders, G. J., B.E. 
Scriven, H. E. B., B.E. 
Sherman, T. L., B.E. 
Singleton, H. P. 
Stable, J. J., M.A. 
Steele, B. D., D.Sc. 
'Varsity 
'·THE 'STOOD'S' LAMENT.'' 
Examinations seem to be 
The curse of all my life, 
With dour examiners I wage 
A never-ending strife. 
Yet others live a life of fun 
And know not any woe, 
With girls they flirt, and plays they see, 
And to the mces go. 
All day and evening too I '' mug' ' 
A way at musty books 
At night I dream I've " :flopped" again 
And see the '' prof 's'' sour looks. 
'' Your case is hopeless,'' says he then, 
'' You never work at all. '' 
I wake up sweating, and I dress, 
As I hear the rooster's call. 
But death will give me my release 
And all may then be well, 
For I am sure to go to Heaven 
Unless the profs. say -·--
-By Q.E.D. 
THE 'rEA PARTY. 
Before he went to work that morn 
She nagged her husband mad-
And spent the intervening houn 
Bewailing clothes she'd had: 
'l'hen pencil, powder, paint, and scent, 
Retiring charms to woo-
A smiling vision later said, 
A matron of maturer years, 
No longer slight and slender, 
Beplumed from nodding head to foot, 
With panting smile so tender-
(That e'er she'd made the grocer run 
With naughty words said slow!) 
Swanwick, K. F., B.A. 
Wagner, J. G. 
Watkins, S. B., l\I.Sc. 
Wrigley, J. H., B.E. 
V.A.D., RED CROSS. 
Darvall, A. E. J., B.A. 
* .Jlilita~·y Cross . 
** Distinguished ::lervice Order. 
t .JliliLary .Jiedal. 
Vanities. 
To her she rushed IYith pursy lips, 
" Ai nev-ah see you noe! " 
A dainty little girl was next 
More charming than the rest-
(Whom even oldish frumps admit 
As after them the best ! ) : 
When entering she made her bows, 
A murmur sweet and low-
' ' Hoe perfect-lee ree-markable! 
Its turned-Ai "·on-dah hoe~" 
1 'd got to hurry on my way-
A bow to hostess mine 
And lo! T knew my exit made 
No loving heart repine:. 
I knew my armour's weakness well 
And pictured heads helc1 low 
As lisping friends my figure scanned-
'' She's getting old, you know! '' 
---· 
AN APPEAL TO REASON. 
Said Red to Blue 
'' Of course its true, 
You bloom in' bloated profiteer! '' 
Said Blue to Red 
" You wooden-head 
You-Ye lost your brains in frothy beer 1" 
Said Red to Blue 
" A whisky hue 
0 'm· spreads your face, your paunch is fat! '' 
Said Blue to Red 
'' Oh go to bed, 
You're always talking through your hat!" 
Said Blue to Red 
' ' You know you 're led 
B,v agitators big of nose!:' 
Said Red to Blue 
" What if I dot 
I kno"·s the nose that knows my woes 1 '' 
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Said Blue to Red 
'' What need be said~ 
How argue with a German pro.~'' 
Said Red to Blue 
'' A patriot you~ 
Not when they want to tax your dough! " 
Said Red to Blue 
''What ho! do you 
Go to State shops for cheaper meat~'' 
Said Blue to Red 
' ' 0 strike me dead-' ' 
The argument broke down in heat. 
A CASE FOR CUPID. 
0, Love! I suffer subtle rrain 
Which renders all description vain; 
None see my torture, none condole, 
For all is centred in my soul. 
No herb, no physic can avail 
To give me strength; and doctors fail 
To diagnose my malady. 
So Love, be kind and pity me, 
My case is hopeless, life is vain 
Unless you nurse me well again. 
HIX. 
()uestion nail'e.-What is the combined 
significance of the request which appears 
in the beginning of the ?llagazine, viz., 
''Students are requested to support this 
journal, etc.," and John Hislop 's advertise-
ment appearing elsewhere? 
If there were a Medical School at the 
University one might be able to under-
stand the point of the jest. 
S1~b1trbia (aged se,·en): "Ma, does Jesus Christ 
do his own " ·ork, or does he keep a maid~'' 
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Round the Colleges. 
WOMEN'S COLLEGE NOTES. 
We've heard of a French poet being 
awakened to the sound of sweet music every 
morning, but to be awakpued every night 
by the deep, low notes of snores from the 
other side of the wall proved too much for 
one of our number. Now she has departed. 
May she R.I.P. 
It also gives you a nasty jar to be 
awakened in the wee sma' hours of the 
morning by doleful farewells to your pass-
ing soul, to the tune of "Good-bye-ee," be-
ing played by two strong hands, jo1·tissimo 
ben nw1·cato. 
'l'his reminds us that, during the first 
few weeks of term, some of our budding 
musicians have been laboriously practising 
the ''Wedding March'' as a duet, while the 
''sleuth-hounds'' howled their approval 
under the table to the tune of ''The Voice 
that Breathed o'er Eden.'' All this by way 
of compliment to Hilda McCulloch, whom, 
by the way, we have not yet publicly con-
gratulated on being the first from College 
to receive a Master's Degree. Anyhow, we 
hope she and Mr. Strugnell have quite re-
covered from their vocal efforts before ''our 
family here assembled." (Second years 
will not recognise the above quotation, since 
it is often read on Saturdays.) 
Even after the dissipation of the second 
College ''At Home,'' we were able to enter-
tain returned soldiers ''en masse. '' As the 
news of our increasing popularity at Rose-
mount was conveyed to us over the tele-
phone in broad Scotch accents, we shrieked 
so delightedly that those same accents in-
quired, "What's the joake 1" They came, 
they admired our ''dug-outs,'' and tried 
on our gowns and trenchers, but they would 
not go-at least, not until they were politely 
escorted to the waiting cars. 
We were very pleased to have Miss Prince 
(the Travelling Secretary of the C.U.) with 
us for a few weeks, and to learn that a 
C.U. secretary can also be an acrobat. 
Anyone who is training the young mind 
in the intricacies of French verbs may like 
to use the following example:-We have 
made sweets, We are making sweets, We 
shall be making sweets-not to forget the 
devilled peanuts. 
We have bidden farewell to Dora Lock-
ington. No more does her hair light up the 
precincts of College, for she is now shed-
ding her light in Warwick, and we wish 
her good luck in ''.fresh woods and pastures 
new." (\Ve are not referring to the dul-
ness of Warwick school children.) 
ST. LEO'S COLLEGE. 
''Per t•arios cas1ts, pet· tot discrimina 
rerum.'' 
Tossed for a time on the stormy seas of 
Fate, the barque that held the pioneers of 
Leo's has at last cast anchor in a sheltered 
haven, and we make bold for the first time 
to let the light of Jay in upon our daily life 
and doings; hence these short jottings. 
The College \Yas in September last 
blessed and officially opened by His Grace 
the Archbishop of Sydney. Since that we 
have become firmly established, and already 
St. Leo's has "old boys" scattered through-
out the length and breadth of the land. 
Frank Breslin, B.Sc., and Les Roberts are 
at Sydney doing Medicine; Jim Baxter and 
Roy Graff, B.Sc., have "hit the trail" for 
the wilds of the North; while not far from 
them, Tim Sullivan is putting in (perhaps ' 
"doing") time at 'l'ownsville. Geordie 
W atson has joined the colours, and is at 
present in training in l\ielbourne. 
vV e offer our congratulations to Ernie 
Bm·ton, Roy Graff, F'rank Breslin, and Vin-
cent McCarthy on their graduation, and we 
trust that these, our first graduates, have 
but pointed out the path to many another 
student of the college. 
The lm;s of our veterans is balanced by 
lhe advent of frt~hers, who have entered 
upon the college li.fe right heartily, and in 
whom are reposed our dearest hopes for 
future sur.cess. 
On the 11th April, our first Annual 
Commemoration Dinner was held in the 
college, and the success with which it was 
attended, and the bright hopes expressed, 
augur well for the future prosperity of 
Leo's. 
The depa1·ture of Geordie Watson was 
the occasion of an assembly of friends, when 
a very enjoyable evening was spent, and a 
suitable presentation was made him from 
the Rector and students. 
Our recently formed Literary and Debat-
ing Society is making great strides, and the 
keen interest evinced by the students leads 
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us to prophesy a successful future for thi~3 
valuable society. 
A billiard tournament held recently was 
won by Joe 0 'Keeffe, in spite of valiant 
efforts on the part of freshers to win 
renown at the ex1lense of the older hands. 
On 15th July, we met a team from St. 
John's on the college table. After some 
strenuous games, the laurels fell to us. 
On the occasion of his visit to Brisbane, 
the Apostolic Delegate was entertained by 
us at a smoke concert held in the college, 
when he was presented with an illuminated 
address from the Hector and students. 
'l'o Frank Breslin we tender our sin· 
cerest sympathies on the sad loss of his 
father. 
Our dreams of a tennis court are mate-
rialising as days go by, and we look forward 
to the completion of our court early next 
term. 
Rumour has it that the proprietors of 
the "Glideway" have declared a substan-
tial dividend since the advent of St. Leo's. 
'l'he joke worked for a while, but we are 
now at a loss for a workable ruse. Of late, 
our dogs seelll to get the news when a dark 
form is stealthily creeping home in its sox 
at about-well, never you mind! 
EMMANUEL COLLEGE. 
'l'o the keen mind with a sense of the 
essentials of life, parallels in all manner of 
circumstances and in divers times con-
tinually present themselves. One such 
which has occurred to us is so pertinent in 
this place that it merits use in this column. 
We are told, on excellent authority, that 
the Lamb family (I mean not, reader, that 
biological group whose genus et differentia 
to the lavman would be something like: 
sheep yOling; but rather that human circle 
graced by the presence of the immortal 
Elia). We are told that tl1is family lived 
in happiness though in comparative 
poverty, until a certain time. 
Spring 
ANNOUNCEMENT 
We have now assembled our 




Offered in a wide Range of Fancy Wor. 
steds, Tweeds, and guaranteed Dye Ser-
ges. Cut in the Latest of English Styles and well Tailored throughout. 
Graded to fit almost any figure. From 70/-. 
Geo. R. Ryder Ltd. 
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Now, leaving this time and the disturb-
ing event for the moment, there is undoubt-
edly a striking parallel between the life of 
the Lambs and that of the Emmanuelites. 
"Poor, but happy"-it reads well as a 
panegyric. Now, this alone is <>ufficient to 
establish a strong probal,ility that we are 
of lamb-like meekness and innocence-if 
there be any cynics who doubt it. 
But consider the disturbing factor. l.Vlary 
Lamb in 1796 became temporarily insane. 
Thereafter the shadow of this madness, ever 
likely to return, hung over the home. 
Kow, it will he conceded by the most 
bitter that there is certainly a chance that 
one of us may go mad at no very distant 
date. Reader, we take you into our joint 
and metaphoric bosom to the extent of 
enabling you to see that we are all tending 
towards an early insanity, and that it is 
quite an open question which of us will 
arrive there first. Now, when this mental 
disease does overthrow one of our select 
number-as it surely will-let none doubt 
our likeness to the lambs. If we go mad, 
we rn~~st be lamblikc. This we have demon· 
strated logically (although logic has fallen 
into such disrepute as to be in the mouth 
of every petty debater), and rely on the 
indulgence of all concerned to give us the 
benefit of the probability until the decisive 
event shall arrive. 
'rhis term has been comparatively quiet, 
for except for a tennis match with King's, 
in which we were victorious, there has 
been little in the nature of inter-college 
sport. A projected assault upon these lofty 
halls of Olympus, of which some beneficent 
Hermes privily informed us, and which 
promised some slight diversion from the 
prevailing toilsome routine, faded into 
nothingness. 
The atmosphere generally of late has 
been so peaceful that the condition of one 
section of the optimi IJ?.aximi here in resi-
deuce has become lotophagian in the ex-
treme. Taking as their motto, '' Give me 
long rest or death "-preferably long rest 
-they have attempted, as ever, to live up 
to their ideals. 'rhey invariably seek the 
realms of :M:orpheus ere yet the day has 
glided by, and no less invariably heave 
reluctant forms from off the downy couch-
to the strains of a neighbouring Orpheus--
with the ravelled sleeve of care entirely 
knitted up, what time the deft-handed Hebe 
sends forth her summons rich with the 
promise of amhrosial plenitude. Full of an 
infinite weariness was the voice that lately 
exclaimed at tl1e clashing of the matutinal 
cymbals: '' 0 "·oman, thou hast murdered 
sleep!'' 
JOII~ 'S NOTES. 
Once upon a time we started a tennis 
tournament. But the processes of John's, 
like those of ="Jature, are slow. However, 
as we are, for the greater part, either 
''greasers'' or engaged in the concoction of 
''stinks,'' few loose ends, wherein to play, 
arc available, especially as we are all so 
kPrn on our work; for one of us gets up 
at 6 a.m., even on thrse mornings. How-
ever, little time was lost in finishing a bil-
linrd tournament, from which E. J. D. 
Stanley emerged the blushing victor, with 
A. Snndstrup a good second. 
Recrntly a friendly match was played 
with St. Leo's, on their table. We hrartilv 
congratulate them on their victory; but v .. ;e 
consider the difference of six, in scores ap-
proaching seven hundred, to be, as Dr. 
Dcnham wonkl say, well within the limits 
of experimental error. 
We think one of our members is wast-
ing his time at present. lie ought to be in 
the Secret Service employ. For the manner 
in which he got married points to amazing 
capabilities in that direction. Our appre-
ciation of these and other qualities was ex-
pressed in the fom1 of an armchair made 
to hold one, but into which could fit two 
and a squeeze; the squeeze, of course, being 
essential. 
And our Vice-Warden, who will bL• 
. beaten in nothing, has fallen into line, and 
popped the question. too. We extend our 
heartiest congratulations to both. We are 
not at all surprised at his investing in a 
side-car. 
It is with great pleasure that we wel-
come back to college J. R. Lendrum, who 
was with ns in the far-off days of 1915. 
He is engaged in teaching ''the young idea 
how to shoot'' at the Technical College. 
And hr 's engaged somewhere else, too-
W arwick, \\'e believe. 
Again we give vent to our congratula-
tions. ·we'll have no congratulations left 
soon. For C. II. Harrison has done it, too; 
and she hails from Charters Towers. This· 
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engagement business looks remarkably like 
an epidemic. Is it because at John's we 're 
so very pushful, or do they learn the A1·s 
A nwris at the Training College? l\Iost of 
them seem to be Training College bhoys . 
.At the last Women's College At-Home 
one of our goodly fellowship was heard 
giving vent to his feelings thus: -
''Pretty lips, SIYeeter than cherry or plum, 
Always look jolly-and never look glum, 
Seem to say, 'Come a'my, Kissy, come, eome!' 
Yummy yum, yummy yum, yununy yum yum! '' 
Unfortunately, the reply was smothered by 
a series of noises, not unlike kissing (they 
say), noises punctuated by long-drawn sighs 
redolent of happy satisfaction. And he 
says he only did it because 
' 'Her graceful curves 
Suggested cuddle transcendentalised, serene.'' 
But he cuddles anybody, anywhere, at any 
time, even on the rocky slopes of Glass 
House. And what an undertaking it must 
be to apply lip-salve to super-dainty lips 
behind a "N ash's :1\Iagazine" on a forty-
mile-an-hour express! 
KING'S COLLEGE NOTES. 
Another term has gone, and most of 
us are still here. Most of us, because we 
are not quite the same as we were last time 
the l\Iagazine was published. 
l\1r. I. F. Jones enlisted at the end 
of First Term, and went into camp soon 
afterwards. He is missed by all and sun-
dry, especially by his old and faithful 
friend, ''The Bulletin.'' We hope, for his 
sake, that there are some " Bulletins" in 
camp and on the other side. At time of 
writing he is on the point of leaving for 
England. We wish him the best of luck. 
l\fr. Alf. J\'IcCulloch is well on the way 
to England, having been on the water now 
for some five weeks. We hope to hear soon 
of his safe arrival in England. We are 
glad to report that he is to be attached to 
the Royal Flying Corps, which will make 
up for his disappointment, through some 
error or other, in not being attached to the 
Australian Flying Corps. 
Mr. E. G. Wagner has gone to Mel-
.bourne to train for the Australian Flying 
{'nit. We wish him all success. 
While on the topic of soldiers, we would 





g When the Advertising Man gets 
through with his rhetoric and the laurels 
of fame have been laid, with fitting 
encomiums, on the brow of his subject, 
the fact re-mains that a suit of clothes 
must be a thing of UTILITY before it 
can be a thing of BEAUTY! 
g FINNEY'S never forget that the 
Suit of Clothes they sell you must be · 
built for service, that you are going to 
live in it, walk in it, talk in it, eat in it, 
scrap in it, work in it, and lie around in 
it, rubbing shoulders every minute with 
a rough and tumble world. 
g You will find that a ·' Finney" Coat 
Collar clings close. that the armholes 
fit snug and easy, that the fronts lie 
smooth and firm, and that the Suit 
entire, Coat, Pants & Vest is pulling with 
you, not against you, fitting easily and 
genially into the Business of Life and 
not Spoiling your Act ! 
g It's workmanship that wins! Prices 
from 70/- to 170/-. 
FINNEY'S 
THE STORE FOR MEN. 
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has come to the College. Lieut. P. H. 
Brown, B.E., is the fortunate recipient. 
We congratulate him and his friends on 
the high distinction. The College has now 
three Military Crosses and one D.S.O. to 
its credit. 
I don't know whether this term has 
been very different from the last one. The 
men are still sleeping well, and no reports 
of nightmare are as yet to hand. Third 
Term is coming, however! 
The sporting activities of the College 
have been kept more or less alive. The one 
big event of the term was, perhaps, our 
tennis match with Emmanuel College. \Ve 
were, unfortunately, outclassed. due largely 
to the excellent combination of Barbonr and 
Davidson. \V e nevertheless had a good 
morning's sport, anfl we were very pleased 
at having met them. There have also been 
a couple of matches with outside teams, in 
which the College has been very successful. 
The scien cc of e:vmnastics has been 
further developed this t~rm, many new exer. 
cises, some of which are quite original, 
being introduced in the gymnastic curri-
culum. Mr. E. Gee has proved an able and 
enthusiastic instructor. 
We have commenced a Bible Study 
Circle, which meet'l every Tuesday morning 
at approximately 7 o'clock, and points to 
success. 
We have had another very pleasant 
evening in the master's drawing-room, to 
which many of the men brought their lady 
friends. At this juncture we would like 
to ask a question or two. If a man invites 
a lady friend, should he not be allowed 
to sec her home? Is it right for a man 
to leave so late for his friend's home as 
to necessitate his stopping for the night 7 
Perhaps one of the theological students 
can answer these. There may be some theo-
logy in them. 
'['he College was converted into a huge 
shower-bath on the night of the 13th July. 
Did we hear any barking at the University? 
Rather cold this westerl~ weather! 
Before concluding these notes, we 
would like to say that we were all very 
sorry that during this term the l\Iaster was 
called to his home in l\Ielbourne, through 
the serious illness of his mother, who, after 
a short illness, passed a way. We extend 
our sinrerest sympathy to the Master. 
Our Societies. · 
WOl\IEN'S CLUB NOTES. 
Towards the end of first term, after 
the Magazine had gone to press. the second 
annual function of the \\T omen's Club was 
he lcl. It took the form of a social evening, 
at which over £13 was collected for our 
branch of the Red Cross Society. During 
this term we have had two very suceessful 
''Soldiers' Teas.'' Contrary to our usual 
<~ustom, >Ye held the second one on a week-
day, and, as we expected, more men were 
able to COlnf' than usually come on Satur-
day afternoons. We are very grateful in-
deed to those people who gave us such 
valuable assistance by placing their cars at 
our disposal on these afternoons. 
At our last general meeting, to the 
regret of all our membrn;, ~Irs. Parnell 
expressed her wish to resign her position 
as presidmt of the Clnb. We are grateful 
to her for the great interest she has Rhown 
throughout the year in all matters con-
nedecl with our Club. and we were very 
sony to accept her resignation. 
During this term the annual meeting 
of our branch of the Red Cross Society 
was held. The most important feature of 
tlw meeting was the election of officers. 
:Hiss McCulloch was re-elected vice-presi-
dent, illiss Gordon, secretary; Miss Crann, 
treasurer; and l\Iisses Forster, Law, and 
D:mielR, censors. A considerable <J.nantity 
of RPd Cross work, including the making 
of bandages, has been done this term. We 
are gratified to know that the making of 
bnndages is reserved by the Red Cross 
authorities for the most efficient branches 
of their Society. 
'I'lw ex-secretary of our division of the 
Red Cross has been untiring in her efforts 
to ])]·ing us all to bankruptcy, and with the 
hrlv of several equally enthusiastic assist-
ants has sold a large number of window 
and personal badges. 
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We have been asked .to march in the 
procession of Women Red Cross vVorkers 
on Red Cross Day, and I think we shall be 
able to comply with this request. 
Of our other sub-societies, the 
JJ.B.T.D.A. i<> in its usual fionrishing condi-
tion, while the Common Room Committee, 
inspired by the enthusiasm of our late presi-
dent, is anxious to improvr the conditions 
of the Common Room in any "·ay that may 
prove possible. 
MEN'S CLUB. 
The Club's activities have been rather 
limited this year. A social evening was 
held early in the second term, which 
proved very successful. That l\Ir. Priest 
won the Ugly lVI:an Competition was more 
flattering to the voters' sense of humour 
than to their judgment; but we congratu-
late him, and hope that he will do the 
Chm·lie Chaplin walk for us next Corn· 
mem. Day. 
The annual dinner was held last Satur-
day. Only a few graduates were present, 
a loss we shall have to suffer from until 
after the war, but a ·good percentage of 
the undergrads. turned up. This function 
was very successful, although someone was 
heard to remark that the uf'e of pineapple 
as a missile \vas OYer the fence. We paid 
a visit to the Thratre Royal afterwards, 
and heard the Bo 'emian give a policy 
speech; also saw three murders. Some 
play, all right. 
Some mrn with very bad colds on Mon-
day morning reckonrd that King's College 
put up a rottrn defence, but King's do not 
seem down-hearted about it. 
W r have to record, with regret and 
pride, the loss of our former secretary, 
Mr. Axon. If he is as intolerable to the 
Hun as he was invaluable to us here, in all 
branches of social life and sport-well, 
Heaven help the Run! To him and all 
other membrrs of tbA Club who have gone, 
we tender onr best wishes, and sincerely 
hope that we shall see them all back here 
again in rh" near future. 
HOCKEY CLUB. 
This term the interest in the game has 
inrreased considerably. ·The weekly prac- · 
tices have been very well attended. and we 
hope this \Yill continue throughout next 
term. 
Sporting Wear 
for Young Men. 
University Trousers 
in Cream Gaberdine, with side straps and 
belt loops, plain or gauntlet bottoms, in any 
waist or leg measurement, either youths or 
men's. Per Pair 19;6. 
Flannel Blazers 
Coats Plain or Piped, with blue, yellow or red 
piping. Each 25/-
Pike Brothers Limited. 
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Rcveral of the men have added to our 
numbers, and have shown a keen interest 
in the game. 
The most outstanding feature of this 
term is the number of matches which have 
been played. Early in the term. the two 
played against the graduates were won by 
our opponents, and the inter-faculty 
matchrs were both won by the srientists. 
The match played against College by the 
" Rest of 'Varsitv" resulted in a draw. 
We hope to play the return match early in 
next term. 
Another match has been arranged 
against the graduates for Saturday, 27th 
,July. 
BOAT CLUB. 
'l'he Boat Club has been one of the most 
active clubs this year, and at present we 
have a membership of nearly thirty-more 
than the club has had for many years. 
Three crews represented the club in the 
Q.R.A. status regatta, held early in the 
year, but third place in the Under Twenty-
fours was the only scalp. The Eight justi-
fied JUr. Ogg's prediction that it would be 
a wet day. 
Since then we have had one small race 
with scratch fours. The inclusion of lady 
coxswains proved very successful in this 
race, and the ladies are to be congratulated 
on steering a remarkably straight course. 
'I'he Inter-Faculty crews are training 
very hard just now, and should provide a 
splendid race. 'l'hree beginners' crews are 
also training, and will row a half-mile 
curtain-raiser for the Inter-Faculty. 
'I'he club has lost the services of three 
of its best men--Dowrie, Axon, and Lewis 
having gone into camp. We take this op-
portunity of wishing them good luck, and 
a safe return. 
TENNIS CLUB. 
Early in First 'l'erm a general meeting 
was held and the following officers were 
elected :-Captain, Mr. Fraser; secretary, 
Mr. Barbour; delegate to Sports' Union, 
Mr. Bale; delegate to Q.L.T.A., Mr. Fraser; 
selection committee, Messrs. Fraser and 
Barbour, Misses de Stokar and Shaw. 
Towards the middle of this term the 
annual tournament was started. The :first 
and most of the second rounds have been 
completed, and it is hoped that it will be 
possible to conclude all the events before 
the end of term. The entries show a slight 
increase on those of last year, and alto-
gether interest is well sustained. 
The much-needed wire fence at the end 
of the University courts has at last mate-
rialised. However, the presence of a slop-
ing bank from the back line to the fence is 
a very great disadvantage in several ways. 
As the club is short of funds, there is no 
immediate prospect of having this bank 
removed, unless some of the members are 
willing to devote a few hours during the 
long vacation to the task. 
The University has been regularly repre-
sented in the Q.Ij.'l'.A. fixtures. The women 
have an unbroken record in A II. grade. 
The men's A I. team has been moderately 
successful, and the same might be said of 
the better of the teams in the A II. grade. 
General lack of keenness has tended to keep 
the third team well down on the list. 
• I 
I I I. 
CHRISTIAN UNION. 
As these notes are written, we are near· 
ing the end of the Christian Union year, 
and everything connected with the Union 
is well under way. All things considered, 
the year has been a very successful one, 
and the attendance has been satisfactory, 
although the men are still lax in this 
respect. 
During First Term we lost our Vice-
President (Mr. Jones), who has donned 
the khaki. We all join in wishing him God 
speed and a safe return. 
Mr. Gee was elected Vice-President, and 
Mr. Leslie, Secretary, the latter and Mr. 
Calder (John's) having joined the Com-
mittee at the end of First Term. 
Near the end of First Term we had a 
visit from the Travelling Secretaries, Mr. 
P. A. Wisemould and Miss Prince. Their 
visit did much to infuse life into the C.U. 
work generally, and also cemented the link 
between the movement in Queensland and 
in other Australian Universities. · 
During the first vacation, a conference 
was held at Southport, from the 24th to the 
27th May. 'I'he attendance was fair, six-
teen, including the 'l'ravelling Secretaries 
and visitors, and a spacious house was 
secured for the occasion. Good-fellowship 
was the marked characteristic, and although 
August, 1918. UN lVERSITY MAGAZINE. 
the results cannot be weighed in a scale, 
evidence of its beneficial influence is not 
lacking. The importance of these con-
ferences cannot be overestimated, and it is 
hoped that in future the men will en-
deavour to attend in greater numbers, 
especially at the big conference next 
January. 
The Bible Study Circle, working under a 
new scheme, seems to be prosperous, the 
average attendance being about sixteen, of 
whom a small proportion are men. 
Canon Batty, 1\'LA., has been conducting 
this large circle, but there has also been 
formed one small circle under the leader-
ship of Rev. E. H. Strugnell, lVI.A. This 
latter is composed of second and third year 
women. A study circle has Also been formed 
at King's. 
'I'he Mission Study Circle is in full swing 
under the leadership of Rev. J. Needham, 
who has aroused a keen interest in mis-
sionary problems. The attendance this 
year is larger than that of last year, and a 
pleasing feature has been the attendance 
of men, for last year there were no men 
members. 
Mr. Thatcher, B.A., has been conducting 
a Social Study Circle, and this form of C.U. 
work has been extremely popular, the mem-
bership standing at twenty-nine, although 
:tt fit·st t1H' atlendau<·L' \\'HS not good. Dur-
ing this term addresses have been given 
concerning the work done among children, 
charity and creche, the problem of the un-
employed, and public health. 
These notes close with the hope that in the 
forthcoming year there may be a great 
revival of C.U. activity, and the movement 
may 'U:sume its proper high place in the 
student's life. 
DEBATING SOCIE'rY. 
The University Debating· Society, which 
was revived last year, is carrying on this 
year under the leadership of J\Ir. 'rhatcher, 
H.A., who kindly consented to act as chair-
man. 'rhe committee undertook a new 
departure by introducing parliamentary as 
well as ordinary debates, and this scheme 
has been fairly successful. 'rhe House now 
meets every month. Mr. Entriken is Pre-
mier, and he is supported by a strong 
l\Iinistry, whilst Mr. Davidson and Mr. 
Thatcher are leaders of the Opposition and 
Independent parties, respective]~'· At the 
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1\I.A., was unanimously elected Speaker. 
The Go\·ernment has passed several useful 
measure.s, and before the end of the session 
it is hoped that a Bill will be passed which 
will make provision for the taxing of 
bachelors. As well as parliamentary 
debates, two ordinary debates have been 
held. 'rhe first was on the policy of 
"White Australia," and the second was on 
a motion ''That we view the past with 
regret and the future with apprehension.'' 
On both occasions a number of members 
took part in the debate. We also held a 
debate with the Catholic Club on Tuesday, 
16th July, and were very fortunate in hav-
ing Mr. Justice Lukin to act as chairman. 
'fhe subject chosen was "Militarism is an 
essential phase in the evolution of a 
nation,'' and our club supported the 
motion. Unfortunately, the Catholic Club 
seemed to labour under some slight mis-
apprelwnsion as to the real subject chosen 
for debate, and the decision was given in 
&ur favour. J t is the intention of the com-
mittee to hold another public d\•bate before 
tlw end of the academie year. 
EXCI}ANGES. 
We acknowledge with thanks the receipt 
of the following contemporaries :-Ipswich 
Girls' Grammar School Magazine, ''Lux,'' 
King's School Magazine, Newingtonian, 
Prince Alfred Uollege Chronicle, The Tara-
nakian, 'rhe Wartakian, St. Peter's Collegi-
ate School l.Iagazine, Blue and ·white, Our 
Alma ~\later, Cerise and Blue, The Mel-
burnian, The Sydneian, The Pegasus, Too-
woomba Grammar School Magazine, Bris-· 
bane Grammar School Magazine, Warwick 
Presbyterian Girls' College Magazine, Ips-
wich Boys' Grammar School Magazine, 
Perth University Magazine, "Hermes" 





A growler is an unpopular person at any 
time-essentially so-and a person who 
treads on one's corns becomes a marked 
man-more or less-depending on his run-
ning ability. 
I am going to tread on someone's corns. 
Indeed, I shall ''mark time'' on them, and 
do a growl "to whom it may concern" at 
the risk of incurring unpopularity and be-
coming "marked." In this instance I 
speak of intellectual corns, immaterial, 
though none the less real. 
Let us start in this manner : Imagine a 
visitor who has heard of the wonders of 
our University-the biologists who grow 
ticks in their spare time, other students who 
carry ticks in their watches, chemists who 
have ''gas attacks,'' lovers who coo be-
neath the porch-
'' 'l'hat were a theme might animate the 
dead, 
And move the lips of poets cast in 
lead" 
and the daily, nay, almost hourly engage-
ments--imagine, I say, some visitor hearing 
of all these things, stepping from his car at 
the porch, and after reading the inscrip-
tion on the dedication stone, free, forsooth, 
from blemish, mounting the steps. What 
are his first impressions~ Confronting him 
are two notice-boards-glass-cased-with 
neat notices displayed. While reading them 
with interest, a flutter of paper to his right 
arrests his attention. He faces round and 
sees loose sheets of paper (all sorts and 
colours-these are hard times ! ) hanging on 
green baize like "washing" on a clothes 
line. He tries to read one, and finds it is 
upside down. He attempts another, but 
being English he fails to translate it! A 
third offers similar difficulties. The text 
of the fourth laclu, continuity, being punc-
tuated promiscuously and ''tricked out'' 
with odd words and phrases (considered a 
great jest by the perpetrator). Our visi-
tor, his disgust having given way to bewil-
derment, quickly glances at the rest, to 
find one word (Dance?) scribbled with un-
failing monotony across each. His head 
reels, his knees knock, and his feet move 
about ip. an unsteady manner. The janitor 
closes the car door after him, and grunts 
sepulchrally, " Good-day, sir!" 
You might not think so; but this is a 
serious matter. I don't mean the visitor's 
condition, but our notice boards. They are 
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a standing disgrace to any University, 
and, in the opinion of ''outsiders,'' throw 
shame on those who have control of them. 
I have not inquired who is responsible for 
this matter, as I do· not wish to judge any-
one harshly. People interested in the Uni-
versity have spoken to me on this matter, 
and I feel something should and must be 
done to remedy the evil. I believe the 
chief offenders are a few (I trust a few 
only) of the more hilarious students, and 
it is incumbent upon the others to see that 
their honour, as well as that of the Uni-
versity, is not spoiled by these few irrespon-
sible students. 
I suggest that either glass cases be pro-
vided or cards be used. The cards could be 
either pinned up or slipped into slots, and 
if the notices were neatly printed or writ-
ten, would not offer the same inducement to 
childish treatment as at present. It is 
obvious some form of deterrent is necessary, 
and I hope the matter will be taken in 




.1\fore engagements! And yet they say 
our '' Mag. '' is not a good advertising 
medium for jewellers and silversmiths! 
We congratulate the following on attaining 
the happiness of being provisionally paired 
off for life :-
Miss H. M. McCulloch, M.A., Assistant 
Lecturer in Modern Languages, to 
R v. E. H. Strugnell, 1\'LA., Vice-
Warden of St. John's College. 
Miss D. ~fanchester, B.Sc., to Mr. L. S. 
Bagster, B.Sc., Assistant Lecturer in 
Chemistry. 
Floral Tributes. 
There are often occasions which 
call for presentation bouquets. 
The " making up" of these floral 
tributes calls for taste and skill. 
Our floral artists have the happy 
"knack " of embodying in each 
bouquet the spirit of the occasion 
for which it is intended. When 
cut flowers are needed, may we 
help? 
H. A. Petersen Ltd. 
Seedsmen and Nurserymen 
George Street, Brisbane. 
ALSO QUEEN STREET, BRISBANE. 
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Miss Trixie Fitzmaurice, to Mr. C. Har-
rison, B.A., State High School, 
Charte1·s Towers. 
l\Iiss l\1. Eaves, B.A., has resigned her 
position in the State High School , Childers, 
and shortly will be married to Mr. F. Wel-
burn. 
Since last issue Miss Cleminson, 
M.Sc., formerly on the Staff of the 
•reachers' Training College, has done 1\fr. 
Brotherton the honour of officially assum-
ing his name; while l\Iiss l\I. l\futch, the 
noted tennis player, has conferred per- · 
manent happiness upon l\lr. B. II. Moles-
worth, M.A., formerly our Assistant Lec-
turer in History, but now of the Workers' 
Educational Department, University of Tas-
mania. Both couples have our sincerest 
wishes for a happy future. In their 
tandem race through life, may old Driver 
Fate never "jag" the bit! 
l\fiss Ijeila M:acnish has joined the staff 
of St. :Margaret 's, Albion. • 
Miss D. K. Dennis, B.A., has relin-
quished her work at St. Margaret 's, and is 
"now enjoying a well-earned rest." [This 
phrase is now and henceforth hereby de-
clared copyright!) 
The powers that be, of their own ac-
cord or other·wise, have · announced the fol-
lowing transfers :-
.:\Iiss D. Lockington, B.A., from 
Teachers' Training College, to State 
High· School, Warwick. 
Miss. L. Cribb, B.A., from State School, 
l\Iilton, to State High School, Wyn-
num. ,., 
l\liss Gwen James, from Nambour 
Rural School, to State High School, 
Childers. 
Not long since we had an interesting 
letter from Gunner Geprge Cooling, B.Sc., 
now on his way to the front. (God forgive 
our slackness, we haven't yet fittingly re-
plied! ) Besides writing a short story for 
this magazine (see elsewhere), he had up 
to date found time to edit and produce the 
"Port Darwin l\Iagazine"-printed and 
published at Colombo. Amidst a deal of 
topical stuff, some unsigned verses and 
other items betray the handiworth of our 
LINDSA Y and CAREY 
:: :: WE SPECIALIZE IN 
High-Class Motor Bodies. 
We build to suit your own requirements on any make of 
Chassis. 
Also Alterations and Repairs to old Cars. New Hoods, 
Guards, Loose Covers and Painting. 
QUOTATIONS SOLICITED. 
Melbourne Street South Brisbane. 
PHONE 37J5. 
August, 1918. UNIVERSITY ~IAGAZINE. Jl 
late Editor. Compiled and written within a 
week, he has no reason to regret the pro-
duction of ''a compendium of spasms.'' 
Good luck to him! 
I. F. Jones, who last term acted as sub-
editor of our magazine, went into camp in 
June. H. V. Byth, B.A., enlisted at the 
same time, and both have left for the Front . 
We warmly congratulate George Cooling, 
B.Sc., and H. V. Byth, B.A., on beiug 
awarded the 'Waiter and Eliza Hall Fellow-
ship and the University Travelling Scholar-
ship, respectively. Both are at present on 
active service. 
Our pre-war Editor, Hector Dinning, 
B.A., is now in process of being transferred 
from the Somme to Egypt, where hP is to 
be engaged on the compilation of the officifll 
records of the A.T.F. in Egypt. No douht 
this has been suggested by the publication 
of hi!> book "By-Ways of Service," which 
has come to hand just as we go to press. 
It is published by Const11bles, at 6s. net- .. 
11nd is \YOrth the money. ~othing but 
sketch-work has been attempted, but it has 
been done well. Indeed, when Dinning 
loses his imperturbable calm in observing 
the realities of war behind the Somme, he 
achieves some of the best work of its class 
\Ve 've seen in print since the war began. 
At its best war is terrible, and he makes 
one realise it-not by moralising, but by a 
fierce marshalling of observrd details. 
Tlwre is no false delicacy in war, and none 
is attempted herr. But it is not ovrrdone. 
Thr book ends as it hegins- in serenity. 
Bnt the reader doesn't. Buy it. and see 
for yourself. 
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Motorists I Phone 3072 
There is no better guide to Car Buy-
ing than a Car's performance on the 
fighting fronts. Long, unfailing ser-
vice under the worst possible con-
ditions is expected of the 2 5 h p. 
Vauxhall Staff Cars. This expectation 
they have so fully answered that the 
Vauxhall reputation in war service is 
unique. 
We have been appointed 
Post War Agents for the 
World Famed 
Vauxhall 
THE CAR SUPEREXCELLENT. 
We are Agents also 
for 
Since 1914 the Vauxhall Works have 
been kept solely occupied in building 
for His Majesty's Government the 
StJecial article in which it has been 
found to excel, namely-a strong, 
fast, lively, sweet-running, easily-
attended-to machine of exceptional 
dependability. 
6 CYLINDER 8 CYLINDER 
Chandler. Oldsmobile. and Morris-Cowley Cars. 
Bradley & Holland, 
BRISBANE. 
ONLY ADDRESS: SHOWROOM & GARAGE: 





It is your first 
duty to make 
provision for 
t h e i r future 
comfort and 
nappiness by in-
vesting in a 
Modern Home 
or a 
Fruit or Poultry Farm. 
Your family may prefer the land. It's up to 
you now to look after their health, and farming 
is healthy enough. Then our advice is to 
" See Spargo first." 
Our lists are very complete, and we endeavour 
to avoid misleading or exaggerated descriptions, 
and to render the best possible service to our 
clients. 





The Printers- · 
The Carter= W ~t.son Co. Ltd. 
\\'ho Print this, 
Can Print equally well for 
You. 
A. P. Greenfield & Co., Ltd. 
VICE-REGAL OPTICIANS AND INSTRUMENT MAKERS 
We understand the requirements of a Student so therefore can equip 
you with the best materiala at most reasonable prices. 
MICROSCOPES 
By SWIFT, BECK, BAUSCH & LOMB, and WATSON 
For Biological and Petrological Work; Dissecting Sets, 
Stains, and other Sundries. 
MATHEMATICAL INSTRUMENTS 
By HARLING & STANLEY, LONDON 
Including Full Sets Beam Compasses, Slide Rules, etc• 
Liberal Terms to Students. 
Note our Only Address-189 & 191 GEORGE ST .. BRISBANE 
THE 
Brisbane Sports Depot 
Have Large Fresh Stocks of all Sporting Material arriving by 
every Boat from England in 
Tennis, Football, Cricket, Boxing, etc. 
ALL BRITISH MADE. 
We are Experts at Repairs to Tennis Racquets :~d Sporting Tools 
Only One Address The Brisbane Sports Depot 
Phone 3203 342 QUEEN STREET, BRISBANE 
For the 
Commercial Side 
of your Career, 
attend 
STOTT & HOARE'S 
Business College, 
EDWARD STREET (only), Brisbane. 
Smith-Premier .a_-· 
The World's Best Typewriter. 
I A perfect combination of Visibility, Durability, and Simplicity. 500,000 in DAILY USE. 3,000 IN QUEENSLAND. 
Grand Prix, Brussels Exposition, 1910. Grand Prix, Paris, 1900. 
Rebuilt Typewriters from £5. 
Upwards. Each Machine carries our written guarantee. 
Australian Typewriter Supplies Company 
Smith-Premier House, 363-365 Queen Street, Next Preston House. 
